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OT FORC’T BY FORTUNE, BUT 
SINCE YOUR FREE MINDE 
(MADE BY AFFLICTION) 
RESTS IN CHOICE RESIGN’D 

To calme Retreate, lard quite beneath the winde 

Of Grace, andGlory Iwell know, my Lord, 

You would not be entitl’d toa word 

That might a thought remove from your Repose, 

To thunder and spit Flames, as Greatnesse does, 

For all the Trumps, that stl tell where he goes 

Of which Trumps, Dedication being One, 

Me thinks Isee you start to beare1t blowne 

But this 1s no such Trump as summons Lords, 

Gainst envies steele, to draw thetr leaden swords, 

Organst Hare-lipt Detraction, Contempt, 

Allwhich, from all Resistance stand exempt, 

It being as bard to sever Wrong from Mertt, 

As meate-tndude, from blood, or blood from spirit 

Nor tn the spersts Chariot rides the soule 

In bodies chaste, with more divine controule, 

Nor virtue shines more in alovely Face, 

Then true desert, 1s stuck off with Disgrace 

And therefore truth tt selfe that had to blesse 

The merit of it all, Almughtinesse, 

Would not protect st, from the Bane and Ban 

Ofall Moodes most distraught, and Stygian, 

As counting tt the Crowne of all Desert, 
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THE EPISTLE 


Borne to Heaven, to take of Earth, no part 
Of false Joy here, for Joyes-there-endlesse troth, 
Nor sell his Birthright for amesse of Broth 
Butstay and still sustaine, and bis Blisse bring, 
Like to the hatching of the Black-thornes spring, 
With bitter frosts, and smarting batle-stormes forth, 
Fates love Bees labors, onely Paine crownes W orth 
Th1s Dedication calls no Greatnes then, 
To patrone this Greatnes-creating Penn, 
Nor you to add to your dead calme a breath, 
For those arm’d Angells, thatin spight of death 
Inspir’d those flowrs that wrought this poets at 
Shall keepe st ever, Poestes steepest Starr, 
As, in Earths flaming wals, Heavens sevenfold Carr, 
(From all the wildes of Neptunes watrie sphere) 
For ever guards the Erymanthian Beare 
Since then your Lordship, settles in your shade 
Alife retir’d, andno Retreate ts made 
But to some strength, (for else, tisno Retreate, 
But rudely running from your Battasles heate) 
I give this, as your strength your strength, my Lord, 
In Counsatles and Examples, that afford 
More Guard, then whole Hosts of corporeal powre, 
And more deliverance, teach the fatall Howre 
Turne not your medcine then, to your disease, 
By your too set, and sleight repulse of these, 
The Adjuncts of your matchlesse Odysses, 
Since on that wisest minde of Man, relies 
Refuge from all Lives Infeltctttes 
Nor sing these, such drviston from them, 
But that these spinn the thred of the same streame, 
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Fromone selfe Distaffs stuff for Poestes Pen 
(Through al theames)1s t’informe the lives of Men 
All whose Retreates, neede strengths of all degrees, 
Without which, (had you even Herculean knees, ) 
Your foes fresh Charges, would, atlength prevarle, 
Toleave your Noblest suff ’rance, noleastsaile 
Strength then, the Olyect tsof all Retreates, 
Strength needes no friends trust, strength, your foes defeates 
Retire to strength then, of eternall things, 

Andy’ are eternall, for our knowing Spring’s 
Flow into those things that we truely know, 

W hich (being Eternall) we are render’d so 

And though your bigh-fixt Light passe infinite farr 
Th’ advicefull Gurde, of my stall-trembling Starr, 
Yet beare what my dischardg’d Peece must foretell, 
Standing your Poore, and Perdue Sentinell 

Kings may perhaps wish, even your Beg gars Vorce 
To their Eternities, how skorn’dachotce 

Soever, now ttles, And(deadI) may 

Extend your life to lights extreamest Rate 

Tf not, your Homer yet, past doubt shall make, 
Immortall, like bimselfe, your Bounties stake 
Putin my hands, to propagate your Fame, 

Such virtue retgns in such united Name 


Retsre to him then, for advice, and skill Feeney 
To know, things call’d worst, Best, and Best most ill cee 
Which knowne, truths best chuse, and retrre to still vervice of Ge 
Andas our English Generall, (whose Name nerall Noris 

; in bis Retreate 
Shall equall interest finden T’ House of Fame, before Gant 
With all Earths preat’st Commanders) tn Retreate a 


To Belgian Gant, stood all Spaines Armues heate, to Memorie 
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By Parmaled, though but one thousand strong 
Three mules together thrusting through the throng 
Of Th’Entmus Horse, (still pouring on thetr Fall 
Twixt him & home) & thunderd through them al 
The Gallick Monstour standing on the wall, 

And wondring at his dreadfull Discipline, 

Fir’d with a Valor, that spitsprrit Divine 

In five Battasllons randging all bts Men, 

Bristl’d with Prkes, and flanck’t with Flanckers ten, 
Gave fire still in bis Rere, retir’d and wrought, 
Downe to his fixtstrength still reter’dand fought, 
All the Battasllons of the Enemies Horse 

Storming upon him still, their fiertest Force, 
Charge upon Charge latd fresh he fresh as day 
Repulsing all, and forcing glorious way 

Into the Gates, that gaspt(as swounes for Ayre) 
And tooke thetr life in, with untoucht Repatre 
Sofightout (sweet Earle) your Retreate in Peace, 
No ope-warr equalls that, where privie Prease 
Ofnever-numberd odds of Enimie 

Arm’ dall byEnvie, in blinde Ambush lie, 

To rush out, like an open threatning skte, 

Broke al in Meteors round about your eares 

Gainst which, (though far from hence) through al your Reres 
Have fires prepar’d, wisdome, with wisdome flanck, 
Andall your forces randge in present ranck, 
Retiring as you now fought tn your strength, 

From all the Force laid, in tees utmost length, 
Tocharge, and basely, come on you behind 

The Doctrine of all which, you here shall finde, 
And, tn the true Glasse of a humane Minde 
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Your Odysses, the Body letting see 

All bis life past, through Infelicitte, 

And manage of tt all In which to friend, 

The full Muse brings you both the prime andend 
Of all Arts ambient in the Orbe of Man, 

W buch never darknesse most Cimmertan 

Can give Eclipse, since(blinde) He all things sawe, 
And toall, ever since, liv’d Lord, and Lawe 

And though our mere-learn’d men, & Modern wise 
Taste not poore Poestes Ingenurties, 

Being crusted with their covetous Leprostes, 

But hold her patnes, worse then the spiders worke, 
And lighter then the shadowe of aCorke 

Yet th’ anctentlearn’d, beat with celestrall fire, 
Affirmes her flames so sacred andentire, 


That, not without Gods preatest prace she can Ut non sine 
m7 0 
Fall in the wid’st Capacttie of Man aes 


Love more theSale- Muse, and the Squirrels chime, secs 
Then thts full sphere of Poestes sweetest Prime, 

Give them unenvied, therr vamne veine, and vent, 

And rest your wings, in bts approv'd Ascent 

That yet was never reacht, nor ever fell 

Into affections bought with things that sell, 

Besng the Sunns Flowre, and wrapt son bts skte, 

He cannot yeeld to every Candles eye 


Tf yet, the vile Soule of this Verminous time, | parart queat 


Whose most worthy Discovertes, to your 
Lordships Judsctall Perspectrve in most 
subdude Humulttre submitteth, 


GEORGE CHAPMAN 


THE OCCASION OF THIS 
IMPOS’D CROWNE 


ETER this not onely Prime of Poets, but Philosophers, had 

written bis two great Poems, of Iliads& Odysses, which 

(for thee first Lights borne before all Learning) were 

worthsly call’d the Sunne and Moone of the Earth, 

(finding no compensation) he writ, in contemptof Men, this ridsculous 
Poem of Vermin, grving them Nobility of Birth, valorous elocution 
notinfertor to bis Heroes Atwhich the Gods themselves putin amaze, 
call’d Counsasles about their assistance of etther Armue, and the justice 
of their Quarrels, even to the mounting of Joves Artillery against them, 
and discharge of bis three-forckt flashes and all for the devouring of a 
Mouse After which sleight and onely-recreative touch, bee betooke him 
seriously to the honor of the Gods, in Hymn’s resounding all their pecu- 
liar Titles, Jurisdiction, and Dignities, whech hee cllustratesatall parts, 
as he had beene continually conversant amongst them and whatsoever 
autentique Poeste he omitted tn the Epssods, contained 1n his Iliads and 
Odysses, be comprehends and concludes in bts Hym'nsandEpigrams 
Al bisobservance and honor ofthe Gods, rather mov'dthetr envies against 
him, then thetr rewards, or respects of his endevours Ando Itke a Man 
verecundi ingenit (which he witnessethofhimselfe) he liv’dunhonord 
and needte till bis death, yet not withstanding all mens servile and man- 
acled Misertes, to bss most absolute and never-equall’d Merite, yeaeven 
bursten profusion to Imposture and Imptety, heare our-ever-the 

Same intranced, and never-sleeping Master of the Muses, 
to bis last accent, incomparablie 
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NTRING THE FIELDS, FIRST LET 
MY VOWES CALL ON 
THE MUSES WHOLE QUIRE OUT 
OF HELICON 
Into my Heart, for sucha Poemssake, 
AslatelyI didinmy Tables take, 
And put into report, upon my knees 
A fight so fierce, as might in all degrees 
Fit Mars himselfe, and his tumultuous hand, 
Glorying to dart to th’eares of every land 
* Intending Ofall the* voice-devided, And to show 
me o “, Howbravely did both Froggsand Mise bestow 
sie creatures In. glorious fight their forces, even the deedes 
ch hingaperi Daring to imitate of earths Giant-seedes 
fe wissign = Thus then, men talkt, this seede the strife begat 
of usipw divido The Mouse, oncedrte, and scap 't the dangerous Cat, 
andbyon’s  Drench’tin theneighbour lake, her tender berde, 
Totaste thesweetnesse of the waveit rer’de 
The farre-fam’ de Fen-affecter (seeing him) said, 
Ho? Stranger? what are you? And whence, that tred 
This shore of ours? who brought you forth? replie, 
What truth may witnesse, lest I finde, you lie 
If worth fruition of my love, and me, 
Ilehavethee home, and Hospitalitie 
Of feast, and gift, good and magnificent 
Bestow onthee Forall this Confluent 
Resounds my Royaltie, my Name, the great 
In blowne-up count’ nances, and lookes of threat, 
* ovoiyvates, *Physignathus, ador'd of all Frogs here 
buccasinflans All their dares durance, And the Empire beare 
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Ofall therrBemngs MineowneBeeing, begot 

By royall ‘‘Peleus, mixt in nuptuall knot, 

With fatre* Hydromedusa, On the Bounds 
Nerewhich® Eridanus, his Raceresounds 

And Thee, mine E1e, makes my Concerpt enclinde 
Toreckon powerfull, bothin forme, and Minde 
AScepter-bearer, And past others farre, 

Advance’ tinall the fiery Fights of warre 


Come then, Thy race, tomy renownecommend 


The Mousemadeanswer, why enquiresmy friend? 


For what so well, know menand Deities, 

And all the wing’d affecters of the skies? 

© Psycharpax, lam calld,*Troxartes seede, 
Sumam’de the Mighty-Minded Shethatfree’d 
Mine etes from darknesse, was*Lichomyle, 

King‘ Pternotroctes Daughter, shewing me 

Within an aged hovell, the young light 

Fed me with figges, and nuts, andall theheight 

Of varied viands But unfoldethe cause, 

Why, ‘gainst similitudes most equall lawes 
(Observ’ din friendship)thoumakstmethy friend? 
Thy life, the waters only helpet' extend 

Mine, whatsoever, menare us d to eat, 

Takes part with them, at shore their purest cheat, 
Thrice boulted, kneaded, and subdu’d 1m past, 

In cleane round kymnels, cannot beso fast 

From my approcheskept, butinI eat 

Nor Cheesecakes full, of finest Indian wheat, 

That* Crustie-weedes weare, largeas Ladies traines 
© Lyvrings, (white-skind as Ladies )nor the straines 


TINARUS gui ex 
luto nascitur 


* *YApoutAoven 


Regina 
b The steer Po 
in Italie 


© Yuxdaprragfa 
Gatber-crum 

or ravish-crum 
o Sheare-crust 

© Tick-mill 

t Bacon flitch- 

er oF 

gnawer 


£ TavutrettAos 
Extenso & pro- 
misso Peplo 
amictus 

A metaphor 
taken from 
ladies veiles or 
traines and 
therefore their 


names are bere 


& Hrrecra 
AguKkoyx {Toover, 
Livering pud~ 
dings white 
skind 
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bTlavroac- 
qroloiv 

Whose common 
exposition ts 
onely Varis 
when it pro- 
perly signifies, 
Ex omni solo 


1 Stovokcoay, 
of orkvos 
Angustus 


Of prest milke, renneted, Nor collups cut, 

Fresh from the flitch. Nor yunkets suchas put 
Palatsdivinein Appetite norany 

Ofall mens delicates, thoughne’reso man 

Their Cookes devise them, who each dish see deckt 
Withall the dainties "all strange soiles affect 
YetamInotsosensuall, to flie 

Of fields embattaild, the most fiery crie 

Butrush out strait, and with the first im fight, 
Mixeinadventure Nomanwithaffright 

Can daunt my forces, though his bodie bee 

Of never so immensea quantitie 

But making up, even to his bed, accesse, 

His fingers ends dare with my teeth compresse 
His feet taint likewise, and so soft sease both, 
They shall not tast Th'Impression ofa tooth 
Sweet sleepe shall holde his owne, in every ele 
Wheremy tooth takes his tartest libertie 
Buttwothereare, that alwaies, far and neare 
Extremely still, controule my force with feare, 
(The Cat, and Night-Hawke) who much skathe confer 
Onall the Outraies, where for foodI erre 
Together with the’ streights-still-keeping Trap, 
Where lurkes dece:ptfull and set-spleend Mishap 
But most ofall the Cat constraines my feare, 
Being ever apt t assault me every where 

For by that hole, that hopesates, I shall scape, 
Atthatholeever, she commits my Rape 
Thebestis yet, Ieatno pot-herb grasse, 
NorRaddishes, nor Coloquintida’s 
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NorStill-greene, Beetes, nor Parsley which youmake 
Your dainttes still, that live upon the lake 
TheFrogreplide Stranger? your boasts creepeall 
Upon their bellies, though to our lives fall, 
Muchmore miraculous meates, by lakeand land 
Jove tendring our lives witha twofold hand, 
Enabling us to leapeashore for food, 
And hideus strait in our retreatfull flood 
Whichif your will serve, you may prove with ease 
Iletake youonmy shoulders which fast sease, 
If safe arrivall at my housey’ intend 

He stoopt, and thither spritelie did ascend, 
Clasping his golden necke, that easte seat 
Gavetohissallie who wasjocund yet, 
Seeing the safe harbors of the King so nere, 
Andhe, aswimmer so exempt from Pere 
But when hesunke into the purple wave, 
Hemoutrnd extremely, and did much deprave 
Unprofitable penitence Hishaire 
Tore by theroots up, labord for the aire, 
Withhis feet fetcht up to his belly, close 
His heart within hum, panted out repose, 
For th’ insolent plight, 1n which his state did stand 
Sigh’d bitterly, andlong’d to greetetheland, 
Forc’tby the dire Neede, of his freezing feare 
First, on thewaters, he histatledidstere 
LiketoaSterne then drew 1tlikeanore, 
Still praying the Godsto set him safe ashore 
Yetsunke he midst thered waves, moreand more, 


And laida throat out, to his utmost height 
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Yetin fore’d speech, he made his perill sleight, 

And thus his glorie with his grievance strove, 
Not:insuch choice state was the charge of love 

Borne by the Bull, when to the Cretane shore 

Heswumme Europa through the wavierore, 

As this Frog ferries me, His pallid brest 

Bravely advancing, and his verdant crest 

(Submitted to my seat) made my support, 

Through his white waters, to hisroyall Court 

But on the sudden did apparance make 

An horrid spectacle, a water-snake 

Thrusting his freckeld necke above the lake 

Which(seeneto both) away Physignathus 

Div'dto his deepes, asno way conscious 

Of whom, he left to perish in his lake, 

But shunn’d blacke fate himselfe, and let him take 

The blackest of 1t whoamids the Fenn 

Swumme with his brest up, hands held up in vaine, 

Cried Peepe, and perisht sunke the waters oft, 

And often with his sprawlings, camealoft, 

Yet no way kept downe deaths relentlesse force 

But (full of water) madean heavie Corse 

Before he perisht yet, he threatned thus, 

Thou lurk’stnotyet from heaven(Physignathus) 

Though yet thou hid’st here, that hast cast from thee 

(As fromaRocke, )the shipwrackt life of mee 

Though thou thy selfe, no better was than I 

(Oworst of things)at any facultie, 

Wrastlingorrace but for thy perfidie 

Inthismy wracke Jove bearesawreakefull e1e 
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Andtothe Hoast of Mise, thou paines shalt pay 
Pastall evasion Thus, hislifelet say, 
Andlefthimtothe waters Him beheld, 
*Lschopinax, plac’t in the pleasing fielde ® Lick-dish 
Whoshrick’t extremely, ranne and told the Mise, 
Who, having heard his watry destinies, 
Pernictous anger prerst the hearts of all, 
And then their Heralds, forth they sent to call 
Acouncell early, at Troxartes house, 
Sad father of this fatall shipwrack’t Mouse 
Whose dead Corpse, upwards swum along the lake, 
Nor yet(poore wretch) could be enforc’d to make 
Theshore, his harbour, but the m1d-Matneswum 
When now (all haste made) with first morne did come 
All to set councell, in which, first rais’d head, 
Troxartes, angrie for his sonne, and said, 
O Friends, thoughI alone may seemeto beare 
All theinfortune, yet may all mette here 
Accountit their case But’tis true, lam 
In chtefe unhappy, thata triple flame 
Ofltfe, feele put forth, in three famous sonnes, 
The first, the chiefe 1n our confusions 
(The Cat) made rape of, caught without his hole 
The second, Man, madewithacruell soule, 
Brought to hisruine, withanew-found sleight, 
Anda most wooddenengine of deceipt, 
They termea Trap, mere* Murthresse ofour Mise» onereipa 
The last that inmy love held specuall prise, neniiie 
And his rare mothers, this Physignathus 
(With false pretext of wafting to his house, ) 
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Strangl’d.n chiefe deepes, of his bloudy streame. 
Come then, hasteall, andissue out onthem, 
Our bodies deckt, in our Dedalean armes. 
This said, hts words thrust all up in alarmes; 
And Mars himselfe, that serves the cure of war, 
Madeall in their Appropriats circular. 
First on each leg, the greene shales ofa Beane, 
bEGr don} Theyclos’d for Bootes, that sat exceeding cleane: 
cae’  Theshalesthey broke ope, Bootehaling by night, 
Elaborate con- And eatthebeanes Their Jacks, Art exquisite 
oo Had showne:n them, being Cats-skins, every where 
Quilted withquills Thetr fencefull bucklers were, 
Themuddlerounds of Can’sticks, but their speare 
A huge long Needle was, that couldnot beare 
The braine of any, but be Mars hisowne 
Mortall invention Their heads arming Crowne 
Was vessel tothe kirnell ofanut 
And thus the Mise, their powers 1n armour put. 
This, the frogs hearing, From the water, all 
Issue to oneplace, anda councell call 
Of wicked war, consulting what should be 
Cause to this murmure, and strange mutinte. 
While this was question’d, neere them made his stand 
An Herald withaScepter in his hand, 
eEnter-pot,  (SEmbasichytrus calld) that fetchthiskinde, 
orSeci-pot From” Tyroglypbus, with the mightie minde, 
ner Quicaseam Denouncingill-nam’d war, in these high termes; 
rodendo cavat. ©) Frogs? the Mise, sends threats to youofarmes 
And bid me bid ye Battell; and fixt fight, 
Their esesall wounded with Psycharpax sight, 
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And thereforeall prepare for force of field, 
Youthatare best borne, whosoever held. 
This said, hesever’d, his speech firing th’ eares 
Ofall the Mise, but frees'd the Frogs with feares, 
Themselves concerting guiltre, whom the King 
Thusanswer d(rising) Friends? I didnot bring 
Psycharpax to his end, He, wantoning 
Upon our waters, practising toswimme, 
*Ap’teus, anddrown’d, without my sightofhim. — »Mipouyevos 
And yet these worst of Vermine, accuseme aiias 
Thoughno way guiltie Come, consider we 
How wemay ruine these deceiptfull Mise 
For my part, I give voiceto thisadvise, 
Asseeming fittest to direct our deeds 
Our bodies decking with our arming weeds, 
Letall our Powr's stand rats din steep'strepose 
Ofall our shore, that when they charge us close, 
Wemay thehelms snatch off, from all so deckt, 
Daring our onset, and themall deyect 
Downetoour waters Whonotknowingthesleight 
To dive our soft deeps, may bestrangl’d streight, 
And wetriumphing, maya Trophey rere, 
Ofall the Mise, that we haveslaughter’dhere 
These words put all in armes, and mallow leaves 
They drew upon therrleggs, forarming’Greaves. —» Boor'sof 
Their Curets, broad greene Beetes, their bucklers were “” 
Good thick-leav’d Cabbadge; proofe gainst any spe're 
Their speares, sharpe Bullrushes; of which, wereall 
Fitted withlong ones Their parts Capital 
Vic 


Floting your waters, whom your king | 
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They hid in subtle Cockleshels from blowes 
And thus, all arm’d, the steepest shores they chose, 
T’encamp themselves; where lance with lance, they lin’d, 
And brandisht bravelie, each Frogg full of Minde. 
Then Jove calld all Gods, in his flaming Throne 
And shewdall, all thispreparation 
Forresolutewarre. Theseablesoldiers, 
Many, and great, all shaking lengthfull spe'res 
Inshew likeCentaures, or the Gyants Host. 
When (sweetliesmiling, )heenquit'dwho, most 
Ofall th’ Immortals, pleas’d toadde their aide 
ToFroggs or Mise and thusto Pallas said, 
O daughter? Must not you, needsatd these Mise? 
That with the Odors, and meate sacrifice 
Us'dinyour Temple, endlesse triumphs make, 
And serveyou, for your sacred victles sake? 
Pallasrepli'd, O Father, never! 
Wullaid the Mise, in antemiserie 
‘oraware, | SOmanymischuefes by them, I havefound, 
rial “Eating the Cotten, that my distaffs crown’d, 
seucoronent ~Mylampsstill hanting, todevoure the oyle 
yu But that which most my minde eates, 1s their spoile 
translate Madeofaveile, that mein muchdid stand 
wese — Onwhich, bestowing an elaborate hand, 
Pallsswre A fine woofe working, ofas pureathredd, 
iippisenind Such holes therein, their Petulancies fed, 
edule Mater That, putting rt to darning, whent' was done, 
sppelaur  Thedarner, amostdeare pate stood upon 
feenusquod For hisso deare paines, laid downeinstantlte, 


ex usura ad nos 


rei Or(toforbeare)exacted Pusurte, 
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So, borrowing from my Phane, the weed wove, 

Ican by no meanes, th’usurous darner, move 

Toletmehavethemantleto restore. 

And thisis:t, that rubs theangrie sore 

Of my offence tooke, at these petulant Mise 

Nor will Iyeeld, the Froggs wants, my supplies, 

For their infirme mindes, that no confines keepe; 

ForI, from warreretir'd, and wanting sleepe, 

Allleptashore in tumult, nor would state 

Till one winck seas'd myne eyes, andsoI late 

Sleeplesse, and pain’ de with headach, till first light 

TheCockhadcrow’dup Therefore, to thefight 

Letno God goeassistent, lesta lance 

Wound whosoever offers to advance, 

Or wishes but their aid, that skorneall foes, 

Should any Gods accesse, their spirits oppose 

Sit we then pleas’d, to see from heaven, their fight 
She said, andall Godsjoin’d inher delight 

And now, both hosts, to one field drew the jarre, 

Both Heralds bearing the ostents of warre 

And then the* wine-Gnats, that shrill Trumpets sound 


Terriblierung out, the encounter, round. shri 
Jovethundred, all heaven, sad warrssigneresounded sus 

And first,” Hypstboas, ° Lychenor wounded, b Lowd-mouth 
Standing th’impression of the first in fight. cies 


Hislance did, in his Lyvers midsts alight, 

Along his bellie, Downe he fell; his face, 

His fall on that part swaid, andall thegrace 

Ofhis soft hayre, fil’d with dispracefull dust. Fay 


Qu 


Then ® Troglodytes, hts thick javeline thrust subit. 
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In* Pehons bosome, bearing him to ground 

Whom sad death seas’d, his soule flew through his wound. 
* Sentleus next, Embasichytros slew; 

Hisheart through thrusting: then? Artophapus threw 

Hislanceat*Polyphon, and strooke himqutte 

Through his midd-bellie. downehe fell upright: 

And from his fayre limms, took his souleher flight. 
4 Lymnocharts beholding Polyphon 

Thus doneto death, didwithasroundastone 

Asthatthe mull curnes, Troglodytes wound 

Neare his mid-neck, erehe his onset found 

Whose eyes, sad darknesseas’d.° Lychenor cast 

A flying dart off, and his aymeso plac’t 

Upon Lymnochans, that‘ Sure he thought 

Thewoundhewishthim nor untruely wrought 

The diresuccesse, for through his Lyver flew 

The fatall lance, which when Crambaphagus knew, 

Downethedeepe wavesneareshore, he, diving, fled, 

But fled not fateso, the sterne enumie fed 

Death with his|ifein diving, never more 

Theayrehe drew 1n, his Vermulian gore 

Staind all the waters, andalongtheshore 

Helay extended, his fat entratles late 

(By his small guts impulsion) breaking wate 


Outat his wound." Lymnisius, nearethe shore 


‘Qui mCale- Destroid Tyroglyphus which frighted sore 


mintha her 
palustri habi- 
tat. 

k Bacon~tater 
Qui Aquis 
delectatur 


x 


Thesoule of'Calamnth, seemgcommungon 
(For wreake)* Pternoglyphus. who got him gon 
With large leapes to the lake, his Target throwne 
Into the waters.’ Hydrocharss slew 
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King™ Pternophagus, at whose throte he threw ™ Collup- 
A hugestone, strooke:t high, and beate his brane aia 
Outathisnostrills earth blusht, with the staine 

His blood madeon her bosom. For next Prise, 

Lichopinax, to death did sacrifice 


® Borborocetes faultlesse faculties, B Mudd- 
His lance enforce’ tt, darknes clos’ dhis eyes il 7 
On which when’ Brassophagus, cast his looke, scalson lover 
> Cnssodsoctes, by theheeleshetooke, ana 


Dragg’dhimtofenn, fromoffhisnativeground, — wer 
Then seas dhisthrote,andsouc thim, till hedroun’d 

But now, Psycharpax wreakes his fellows deaths, 
And inthe bosome of 9Pelusius sheathes, a Fennstalher 
(In center of his Lyver) his bright lance 
He fel before the Author of the chance, 
Hissouleto hell fled. Which‘ Pelobates t Qui per 
Taking sad note of, wreakefully did sease von 
His hands gripe full of mudd, andall besmear'd, 
Hisforhead with itso, that scarce appeard 
Thelighttohim Whuichcertainely incenst 
Hisfiertesplene who, with his wreake dispenst 
No point of tyme, butrer’d with his strong hand 
A stoneso massie, 1t opprest the land, 
And hurld1t at him, when, below theknee 
Itstrooke his right leggeso rmpetuouslie, 
It peece-meale brake it, he the dust did sease, 
Upwardseverted But* Craugasides y 
Revendg’'d his death, andathis enumie 
Dischardg'da dart, that did his point implie 
In hismid-bellie. All thesharp-pil'de speare 
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Gotafter in, and did before 1t beare 
His universal entrailesto the earth, 
Sooneashisswolne hand, gave his javeline birth. 
* Sstophagus, beholding thesad sight, 
Set on the shore, went halting from thefight, 
Vext with hiswoundsextremelte Andto make 
Wate from extreme fate, leptinto thelake 
Troxartes sttooke, in th’ msteps upper part, 
Physignathus, who, (privieto thesmart 
His wound imparted) with his utmost hast 
Lepttothelake, and fled Troxartes cast 
Hiseyeupon the foe that fell before, 
And, (see’ng him halfe-liv’de)long’d agatneto gore 
His gutlesse bosome, and( to kill him quite) 
Rannefietcelyat him Which? Prasseus sight 
Tooke instant note of, and the first in fight 
Thrust desp’rate way through, casting, his keene lance 
Off at Troxartes, whose shield turn d th’advance 
Thesharpeheadmade & checktthemortall chance 
Amongst the Mise fought, an Egregiouse 
Young springall, anda close-encountring Mouse. 
Pure* Arteprbulus-his deare descent 
APrincethat Mars himselfeshewd, where he went 
(Call’d* Mersdarpax )Ofsohugea might, 
That onely Hestill, dominer’din fight, 
Ofall the Mouse-Host Headvancing close 
UptotheLake, pastall therestarose 
Inglorious object, and made vant that He 
Came to depopulateall the progente 
OfFroggs, affected with the lance of warre. 
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And certatnely, he had put onas farre 

Asheadvanc’t his vant, (he was indude 

Withsounmatchta force, and fortitude) 

Had not the Father, both of Godsand Men 

Instantly knowneit, and the Froggs(even then 

Gtven uptoruine)rescude with remorse 

Who, (his head moving, ) thus began discourse: 
No meaneamaze, affects meto behold 

Prince Mertdarpax, rageso uncontrold, 

In thirst of Frogg-blood, allalong the lake 

Cometherefore still, and all addresston make, 

Dispatching Pallas, with tumultuous Mars, 

Downeto the field, to make him leave the wars: 


How *Potently soever he be said, a Kperrepés, 
Where heattempts once, to uphold his head iliac 
potens in 
Mars answered, O Jove, neither shenorI tetinendo 


(With both our aides) can keepe depopulacie 
From off theFroggs And thereforearmeweall, 
Even thy lance letting brandish to his call 

From offthefield that from the field withdrew 
The Titanots, the Titano1s that slew, 

Though most exemptfrom match, ofall earchsseedes 
So great and so inaccessible deeds 

Ithath proclaim’d to men, bound hand and foot, 
The vast Enceladus, andrac't by th’root 

Therace of upland Gyants, This speech past, 
Saturntus, asmoking lightening cast 

Amongst thearmies, thundring then so sore, 
That witha rapting circumflexe, he bore 
Alihugeheavenover Buttheterribleire, 
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Ofhis dart, sentabroad, all wrapt in fire, 
chcertainely, his very finger was) 

Amazdeboth Miseand Froggs. Yet soonelet passe 

Wasall thisby the Mise who, much themote; 

Burnd in desiret’ exterminate the store 

Ofall thoselance-lov’dsouldiers, Which, had beene, 

If, from Olympus, Joves eyehad not seene 

The Froggs with pittie, and with instant speede 

Sentthemassistents Who(ereanyheede 

Wasgiven to their approch)camecrawling on 
“Nerémuoves With* Anvileson their backs, that(beat upon 
7 Neversomuch )arenever wearted, yet 
wile-backt —  Crook-pawd, and wrested on, with foulecloven feet 
reste yynco P LOnguesin their mouths Brick-backt, All overbone, 
senate Broade-shoulderd, whencearuddie yellow shone 
fangetar Distorted, andsmall thigh’d hadeyesthat saw 
sie Outattheirbosomes Twice foure feet did draw 
Forapemin Abouttherr bodies Strongneckt, whence didrise 
orehabens = Two heads, nor couldto any hand be Prise 

They call them Lobsters, that eat from the Mise, 

Their tatles, their feet, and hands, and wrestedall 

Their lances from them so, that cold Appall 

The wretches put in rout, pastall recurne 

Andnow the Fount of light forboreto burne 

Abovetheearth When(whichmenslawes commend) 


Our Battazle, n one date, tooke absolute end. 


THE END OF HOMERS BATTAILE 
OF FROGGES AND MISE. 


AL THE HYMNES 
OF HOMER 


Vd 


AN HYMNE TO APOLLO 


WILL REMEMBER, AND EXPRESSE 

THE PRAISE 

OF HEAVENS FAR-DARTER, THE 

FAIRE KING OF DAIES 
Whom even the Gods themselves feare, when he goes 
Through Joves high house, and when his goodly bowes 
He goesto bend, all from their Thronesartse, 
And clusterneare, t’ admire his faculties 
Onely Latona, stirs not from her seate 
Close by the Thunderer, till her sonnes retreat 
From his dread archerte, but then she goes, 
Slackens his string, and shuts his Quiver close, 
And(having taken to her hand, his bowe, 
From off hisableshoulders) doth bestowe 
UponaPinneof gold theglorious Tuller, 
The Pinne of gold fixt in his Fathers Piller 

Then doth sheto his Throne, his state uphold, 
Where his great Father, ina cup of gold 
Serves him with Nectar, and shewsall, the grace 
Ofhis greatsonne Thenth’other godstake place 
His gracious mother, glorying to beare 
So greatan Archer, andasonneso cleare 
Allhaile(O blest Latona!) to bring forth 

Anissue of such All-out-shining worth, 
Royall Apollo, and the Queene that loves 
The hurles of darts She inth’Ortygian groves, 
Andhe, in cliffie Delos, leaning on 
Theloftie Ores, and being built upon 
By Cynthus Prominent. that his head reares 
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Closeto the Palme, that Inops fluent cheares. 
How shall] praise thee? farre being worthtest praise? 

(OPhebus)to whose worth, the law of layes 

Inall kindesisascrib’de?If feeding flocks 

By Continent, or Ile, all eminen’st rocks 

Did sing for joy. Hill-tops, and floods in song 

Did breake their billows, as they flow’dalong 

Toservethesea. The shores, the seas, andall 

Did singassoone, as from thelap did fall 

Ofblest Latona, thee the joy of Man. 

Her Child-bed made, the mountaineCynthian 

Inrockte Delos, thesea-circledIle. 

On whoseall sides, the black seas brake their Pile, 

And over-flowd for joy, so franck a Gale 

The singing winds did on their waves exhale 
Here borne, all mortalls live in thy commands 

Who ever Crete holds, Athens, or the strands 

Ofth Tle 8 gina, or the famous land 

For ships(Eubea: ) or Eresta; 

Or Peparethus, bordring on thesea. 

FE gas, ot Athos, that doth Thrace divide 

And Macedon. Or Pelton, with the pride 

Of his high forehead. Or the Samsan Ile; 

That likewsseltesneare Thrace, or Scyrussoile, 

Ida’s steepe tops. Or all that Phoess fill. 

Or Autocanes, with the heaven-high hill: 

Orpopulous Imber: Lemnos without Ports, 

Or Lesbos, fit for the divine resorts; 

And sacred soile of blest A2olton. 

Or Chius that exceeds comparison 
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For frurtfulnes: withall theIles that lie 

Embrac’twithseas Mimas, withrocks so hie 

Or Loftie-crownd Corycwus, or the bright 

Charos or AZsageus dazeling height 

OrwaterteSamos Mycale, that beares 

Her broweseven with the circles of the spheares 

Miletus, Cous, That the Citte1s 

Of voice-divided-choice humanities 

HighCnidus, Carpathus, still strooke with winde 

Naxus, and Paros, and therockte-min’d 

Rugged Rhenea Yet throughall these parts, 

Latona, great-growne, with the King of darts, 

Travailde, and tried, Ifany would become 

Toher deare birth, an hospitable home 

All which, extremely trembled(shooke with feare) 

Nor durst endure, so higha birth to beare, 

IntheirfreeStates though, for it, they became 

Never so fruitfull, till the reverend Dame 

Ascended Delos, and her soile did sease 

Withthesewing dwords O Delos! would’ st thou please 

Tobemysonne Apolloes native seat, 

And buildawelthiePhaneto oneso great 

No oneshall blame, or question thy kinde deede 

Northinkel, thou, dost Sheepe or Oxen feede, 

Inany suchstore, Orin vinesexceede, 

Nor bring’st forth such innumerable Plants, 
choften maketherich Inhabitants 

Carelesof Deitie )Ifthou then should’ strere 

APhanetoPhebus all men wouldconfer 

Whole Hecatombs of beeves for sacrifice, 
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Still thronging hither And totheewould rise 
Everunmeasur’d Odors, should’st thoulong 
Nourish thy King thus, and from forreigne wrong 
The Gods would guard thee, which thine owneaddresse 
Can never compasse for thy barrennesse 

She said, and Delos jor d, replying thus 
Most happte sister of Saturntus? 
I gladly would, withall meanesentertein 
The King your sonne, being now despis’deofmen; 
But should behonord with the greatest then 
Yet thisI feare, Nor will conceale from thee, 
Your Sonne(somesay) will author miserte 
Inmany kindes as being to sustein 
A mightie empire over Gods, and Men, 
Upon the holie-gift-giver the earth. 
And bitterly] feare, that when his birth 
Gives him the sight, of my so barren soile 
Hewill contemne, and givemeupto spoile 
Enforce theseato me, that ever will 
Oppresse my heart, with many a watrte hill 
Andtherefore, let him chuse some other land, 
Whereheshall please, to build at his command 
Templeand Grove, set thick with many a Tree 
For wretched Polypusses, breed in me 
Retyring chambers, and black sea-calves, Den 
Inmy pooresoile, for penurteof Men. 
And yet(O Goddesse) would’st thou please to sweare 
The Gods great oath tome, beforethou beare 
Thy blessed Sonnehere, that thou wilt erect 
APhaneto him, to render the effect 
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Of mensdemandsto them, before they fall, 
Then will thy sonnesrenowne be generall, 
Menwill his name, in such vartetie call 
AndI shall, then, be glad, his birth to beare 

This said, the Gods great oath, she thus didewere 
Know this(O earth!) broad heavens inferior sphere, | 
And of blacke Styx, the most infernall lake 
(Whichis the gravest oath, the Gods can take) 
That here shall ever riseto Phebus Name 
AnodorousPhane, and Altar, and thy fame 
Honor, pastall Iles else, shall see him emploid 

Her oath thus tooke, and ended, Delosjou'd 
In mightiemeasure, that she should become, 
To farr-shot Phabus birth the famous home 

Latona then, nine dates and nights did fall 
Inhopeleslabor at whose birth wereall 
Heavens most supreame, and worthie Goddesses. 
Drone, Rhea,andth’Exploratresse 
(Thems, and Amphitrete, that will be 
Pursu'dwith sighs still. Every Deitie 
Except thesnowie-wristed wife of Jove’ 
Who held her moodesaloft, and would not move. 
Onely Lucina, (to whose virtue vowes 
Each Child-birth patient) heard not ofher throwes, 
But sat (by Juno’s counsaile) on the browes 
Of broad Olympus, wrapt in clouds of gold 
Whom Jovesproud iar 3 inenvie did with-hold; 
Because bright-lockt Latona, was to beare 
ASonneso faultles, and in forceso cleare. 
Therest(Zhaumantia) sent beforeto bring 
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Luctnato release the envied King’ 

Assuring her, that they would strait confer 

A Carquenet, nine cubits long, onher, 

All woven with wiresofGold Butchargdher then, 

To call apart from th’Ivorte-wristed Queene 

The child-birth-guiding Goddesse, for just feare 

Lest, herchargeutter’d, in Saturnia’seare, 

She, after, might disswade her from descent. 
When winde-swift-footed Iris, knew th intent, 

Of th’ other Goddesses, away she went, 

Andinstantly she past, the infinite space 

Twixt Earth, and Heaven, when, comming to the place 

Where dwelt th’ Immortals, strait without the gate 

She gat Lucina, and didall relate 

The Goddesses commanded, and enclin’d, 

Toall that they demanded, her deare Minde. 

Andon their way they went, like those two Doves 

That, walking high-wates, every shadow moves 

Up from the earth, forc’t with their naturall feare. 

Whenentring Delos, she that isso deare 

ToDamesin labor, made Latona strait 

Proneto deliverte, and to weild the wait 

Ofher deare burthen, witha world of ease 

When, with her faire hand, shea Palmedid a 

And(staying her by it) stucke her tender knees 

Amidst the soft meade, that did smile beneath 

Hersacred labor, andthe child did breath 

Theaure, nth’ instant. All the Goddesses 

Brake in kinde teares, and shrikes for her quicke ease. 

And Thee(O Archer Phebus) with waves cleere 





A HYMNE TO APOLLO 


Washt sweetly over, swadled with sincere 
And spotlesseswath-bands, and madethento flow 
About thy breast, a mantle, whiteassnow, 
Fine, and new made, and casta Veile of Gold 
Over thy forehead Noryetforth didhold 
Thy mother, for thy foode, her golden brest 
But Themss nsupply of it, addrest 
Lovely Ambrossa, and drunke off to thee 
ABowle of Nectar, interchangeable 
Withher :mmortall fingers, serving thine. 
And when(O Phebus) that eternall wine 
Thy tast had relishe, and that foode divine } 
No golden swath-band longer could containe 
Thy panting bosome all that would constraine 
Thy soone-easd God-head, Every feeble chaine, 
Of earthy Child-rights, flew insunder, all 
And then didst thou thus, to the Deities call 

Let there be givenme, mylov’dLuteandBow, 
I'leprophectetomen, and make them know 
Joves perfect counsailes This said, up did fle 
From brode-waide Earth, the unshorne Dettie, 
Far-shot Apollo, All th’ Immortalls stood 
Insteepeamaze, to see Latonaes brood 
All Delos, looking on him, all with gold 
Waslodenstrait, andyou’dto be extold 
By great Latona so, that she decreed, 
Her barrennesse, should beare the fruitfulst seed 
Ofall theIles, and Continents of earth, 
And lov'dher, from her heart so, for her birth, 
Forso she florisht, asa hull that stood 
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Crownd with the flowre ofan abundant wood. 
And thou(O Phebus) bearing in thy hand 

Thy silverbow walk’st over every land 
Sometimesascend’st therough-hewnerockie hill 
Of desolateCynthus and sometimes tak’ st will 
Tovisit Ilands, and the Plurpsof men 
Andmaniea Temple, all wayes, men ordein 

Tothy bright God-head, Groves, made darkewith Trees, 
And never shorne, to hide ye Deities 
Allhigh-lov'dProspects, all the steepest browes 
Offarr-seene Hills and every flood that flowes 
Forth to the sea, are dedicateto Thee 

But most ofall, thy mindes Alacritie 

Israis’d with Delos, since to fill thy Phane 

There flocks so mantean Jontan, 
WithampleGownes, that lowe downeto ther feet 
Withall their children, and thereverend Sweet 
Ofall their pious wives And theseare they 
That(mindefull of thee) even thy Deitie 

Render more spritelie, with their Champion fight 
Dances, and songs, perform’ dto glorious sight, 
Once having publisht, and proclaim ’d therr strife 
And theseare acted with such exquisite life 

That one would say, Now, the Jontan stratnes 
Areturn’dImmortalls, nor know what Age meanes 
Hisminde would takesuch pleasure from hiseye, 
Toseethemserv'd, by all Mortalitie 

Their menso humane, womenso well- grac't, 
Their ships so swift, their riches so encreast, 

Since thy observance, Who (beingall, before 


e 
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Thy opposites) wereall despis’d, and poore. 
Andtoall these, thisabsolute wonder add, 
Whose praise shall render all posterities gladd 
The Delian Virgines, are thy handmaides, All, 
And, since they serv’d Apollo, jointly fall 
Before Latona, and Dianatoo 
Insacred service. and doe thereforeknow 
Howto make mention of theancient Trimms 
Of men, and women, in their well-made Hymns, 
And soften barbarous Nations with their song's. 
Being able, all, to speake the severall tongu’s 
Of forreine Nations, and to imitate 
Their musiques there, with art so fortunate, 
That one would say, there every one did speake, 
Andall their tunes, in natural] accents breake 
Their songs, so well compos’ dare, and their Art 
Toanswerallsoundes, 1s of such Desart 

But come Latona, and thou king of Flames, 
With Phebe Rectresse, of chaste thoughts in Dames, 
Let mesalute ye, and your Graces call 
Hereafter to my just memoruall 

And you(O Delsan Virgins) doe me grace, 
Whenany stranger of our earthieRace 
Whoserestlesse life, Affliction hath1n chace, 
Shall hither come, and question you, Whois 
Toyour chaste eares, of choicest faculties 
In sacred Poeste, and with most right 
Is Author of your absolut’ st delight, 
Yeshall your selves doe, all theright ye can, 
Toanswer for our Name: Thesightlesse man 
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Ofstonte Chios, All whose Poems, shall 
Inall last Ages, stand for Caputall. 

This for your owne sakes] desire, for! 
Will propagate mine owne precedencte, 
As far as earth shall well-burlt cities beare; 
Or humane conversation, 1shelddeare 
Notwith my praise direct, but praises due, 
And men shall credit 1t, because tis true. 

How ever, I’lenot ceasethe ptaisel vow 
To farre-shot Phebus, with the silver bow, 
Whom lovely-hatr’d Latona gave the light. 
OKing?BothLyca, 1s1n Rulethy Right, 
Faire Meonte, and the Maritimall 
Miletus, wisht to be the seate of all 

But chiefely Delos, gire with billowesround, 
Thy most respected empire doth resound, 
Where thouto Pythus wentst, toanswer there, 
(Assooneas thou wert borne) the burning eare 
Of manya far-come, to heare future deeds 
Clad in divine, and odortferous weeds 
And with thy Golden Fescue, plaidst upon 
Thy hollow Harp, that sounds to heaven set gone, 

Then to Olympus, swiftas thought hee flew 
To Joves high house, and hadaretinew 
OfGodst’attendhim And then strait did fall 
Tostudieof the Harp, and Harpsicall, 
Allth’Immortalls Towhom, every Muse 
Withravishing voices, did their answers use, 
Singing Th’ eternall deeds of Deitte. 

And from their hands, what Hells of miserte, 
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Poore Humanessuffer, living desperate quite. 
Andnotan Artthey have, wit, or decerpr, 
Can make them manage any Actaright 
Nor finde withall the soule they can engage, 
Asalvefor Death, orremedie for Age 

Buthere, the fayre-hayrd graces, the wise Howres, 
Harmonta, Hebe, and sweet Venus powres, 
Danc’t, and each others, Palme, to Palme, did cling 
Andwaith these, danc’tnotadeformed thing 
No forspoke Dwarfe, nor downeward witherling, 
But all, with wondrous goodly formes were deckt, 
And mov’'dwith Beauties, of unpris’ d aspect 

Dart-deare- Diana, (even with Phebus bred) 
Dance’t likewise there, and Marsamarch didtred, 
Withthat brave Bee In whose consort, fell 
Argietdes, th’ ingenious Sentinell 
Phebus-Apollo, toucht his Lutetothem, 
Sweetely, andsoftly amost glorious beame 
Casting about him, ashe danc''t, and plaid, 
Andeven his feet, wereall withratesaraide 
Hisweedeandall, ofamost curious Trymm, 
Withnolesse Luster, grac’t, and circled him 

By these, Latona, witha hayrethatshin’d 
Like burnisht gold, and, (with the Mightte Minde) 
Heavens Counsailor, ( Jove,) sat with delightsome eyes 
Toseetheir Sonne, new rankt with Deities 

How shall I praise thee then, that art all praise? 
Amongst the Brides, shall I thy Dette ratse? 
Or being inlove, when, sad, thou wentst to wowe 


The Virgin Aza? and didst overthrowe 


A HYMNE TO APOLLO 29 





The even-with-Gods, Elations Mightieseed? 
That had of goodly horse, so bravea breed? 
And Phorbas, sonne of soveraigne Irtopus, 
Valiant Leuctppus, and Ereuthens, 
And Triopus, himselfe, with equall fall? 
Thou but on foot, and they on horsebacke all? 
Or shall I sing thee, as thoufirst didst grace 
Earth with thy foot, to finde thee fortha place 
Fit to pronounce thy Oracles to Men? 
First from Olympus, thoualightedst then, 
Into Preria, Passingall theland 
Of frurtles Lesbos, chok’t with drifts of sand 
The Magnets likewise, and the Perrhabes? 
And to Jolcus vartedst thy accesse? 
Ceneus Toppsascending, that their Base 
Make bright Eubea, being of ships the Grace 
And fixt thy faire stand, in Lelantus field, 
That didnot yet, thy mindes contentmentyeeld, 
ToraiseaPhaneon, andasacred Grove 
Passing Eurypus then, thoumad st remove 
Up to earths ever-greene, and holyest Hill 
Yetswiftly, thence too, thou transcendedst still 
To Mycalessus, and did’sttouch upon 
Teucmessus, apt, to make greene couches on, 
And flowrtefield-bedds Then thy Progresse found 
Thebes out, whose soule, with onely woods was crown’ d 
For yet was sacred Thebes, no humane seate, 
And therefore wereno Paths, nor high wates beat 
On her free bosome, that owes now with wheat 
Butthen, sheonely, wore ontt,a wood 
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From hence(even loth to part, because ttstood 
Fit for thy service thou put'ston Remove 
To greene Onchestus, Neptunes glorious Grove; 
Wherenew-tam’d horse, bredd, nourish nerves so rare, 
That still they frolick, though they travaildare 
Neversosore, and hurrieafter them 
MostheavieCoches butareso extream 
(In usuall-travazle) fierte-and-free, 
That though their cochman, ne’reso masterlie 
Governes their courages, he sometimes must 
Forsake his seat, and give their spirits their lust 
When, after them, their emptte coach they drawe, 
Fomung, and Neighing, quiteexempt from awe 
And if their Cocheman, guide through any Grove 
Unshorne, and vow'dto any Deities Love 
The Lords encocht, leap out, andall their care 
Use toallate therr fires, with speaking faire, 
Stroking, and trimming them, andinsomequeach, 
(Or strength of shade) within their nearest reach, 
Reigning them up, invoke the derfied King 
Of that unshorne, and everlasting spring, 
Andleavethem then, toher preserving hands, 
WhoistheFate, that there, the God commands 
Andthiswas first, thesacred fashion there 
From hence thou wentst(O thou1n shafts past Pere) 
And found 'stCephyssus, with thy all-seerng beames, 
Whose floodaffects, somany silver streames, 
And from Lyleus, pouresso brighta wave 

Yet forth thy foot flew, and thy fatre eyes gave 
The view of Ocale, therichintowrs, 
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Then, to Amartus, that abounds 1n flowrs. 
Then to Delphusa, putt’st thy progresse on, 
Whose blessed soile, nought harmefull breeds upon 
And there, thy pleasure, woulda Phaneadorne 
Andnourishwoods, whose shades shouldne’re be shorne. 
Where, this thou told’ sther, standing to her close. 
Delphusa? here] entertainesuppose 
To builda farr-fam’d Temple, and ordein 
An Oraclet’informethe mindes of Men 
Who shall for ever, offer tomy love 
WholeHecatombs Evenall thementhat move 
Inrich Peloponesus, andall those 
Of Europe, and the Iles the seas enclose, 
Whom future search of Acts, and Beings brings 
Towhom]'leprophecte the truths of things 
Inthat rich Temple, where my Oracle sings 

This said, The all-bounds-reacher, with his bowe, 
The Phanes divine foundations did foreshowe, 
Ample they were, and did huge length {mpatt, 
Withacontinuate T enour, full of Art 
But when Delphusalook’t into hisend, 
Her heart grew angrie, and did thus extend 
ItselfetoPhabus Phebus? sincethy minde 
A farr-fam’d Phane, hath init selte design’ d, 
To bearean Oracle to men, inme, 
That Hecatombs, may putin fireto thee, 
Thislet me tell thee, and impose for state 
Uponthy purpose Th’Inarticulate neye 
Of fite-hov’ dhorse, will ever disobate 
Thy numerous eare, and mules will for their drinke 
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Trouble my sacred springs, andI should thinke 
That any of thehumane Race, had rather 
See here, the hurreys of rich Coches gather, 
And heare the haughtie Neys of swift-hov'd horse, 
Than(in his pleasures place) convert recourse 
T’a Mightie Temple, and his wealth bestow 
On Pieties, where his sports may freely flow, 
Or see huge wealth, that heshall never owe 
And therefore, (wouldst thouheare, my freeadvise, 
Though Mightter farre thou art, andmuch more wise 
OKing, thanI, thy powre being great’ st ofall) 
InCrissa, underneath the bosomes fall 
Of steepe Parnassus, let thy minde be given 
To set thee upa Phane, wherenever driven 
Shall glorious Coches be, nor horses Neys 
Storme neare thy well-built Altars, but thy praise 
Let the fairerace of prous Humanes bring, 
Into thy Phane, that lo-Peans sing 
And those gifts onely letthy Deified minde 
Be circularlie pleas’ d with, being the kinde 
And fayre-burnt-offrings, that true Deities binde 
Withthis, Hismindeshealtered, though she spake 
Not for his good, but her owne glories sake 

From hence(O Phebus) first thou mad ‘st retreat, 
And of the Phlegtans, reacht the walled seat, 
Inhabited with contumelious Men 
Whoe, sleighting Jove, tooke up ther dwellings then 
Withina large Cave, neareCephyssus Lake 
Hence, swiftly moving, thouall speed didst make 
Uptothetops intended, andthe ground 
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Of Crissa, under the-with-snowe-still croun’d 

(Parnassus) reacht, whose face affects the west. 

Above which, hangs, arock that still seemes prest 

To fall upon it, through whose brest dothrunn 

Arock:e Cave, neare which, the King the Sunn 

Cast tocontrivea Templetohisminde, 

And said, Now heete, stands hy conceipt inclin’d 

Tobuilda famous Phane, wherestill shall be 

An Oracleto Men, that still tome 

Shall offer absolute Hecatombs, as well 

Those that in rich Peloponessus dwell, 

Asthose of Europe, and the Iles that lie 

Walld with thesea, Thatall their panes applie 

T’employ my counsailes Toall which willl 

Truesecrets tell, by way of Propheste, 

Inmyrich Temple, that shall ever be 

An Oracle, to all Posteritie 

This said, the Phanes forme he did strart present, 

Ample, and of alength of great extent, 

Inwhich Trophonus, and Agamede 

(Who of Erginus, were the famous seed) 

Impos’dthestonteEntrie andthe Heart 

Of every God had, for their excellent Art 
About the Temple dwelt, of humane Name 

Unnumbred Nations, ttacquir'dsuch Fame, 

Beingall of stone, built for eternall date, 

And neare1t didaFountaine propagate 

A fayrestreame farr away, when Joves bright seed, 

(The King Apollo) with anarrow, (freed 

From his strong string) destroid the Dragonesse 
Vf 
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That Wonder nourisht, being of such excesse. 
Instze, and horridnesse of monstrous shape, 
That onthe forc’t earth, she wrought many arape, 
Manyaspoile, madeonit, many anill 
Oncrooke-hancht Herds brought, being impurpl'dstill 
Withbloodofall sorts Having undergone 

The charge of Juno, with the golden Throne, 
Tonourtsh Typhon theabhorr’ daffright 
Andbaneofmortalls Whom, mtothelight 
Saturnia brought forth, being incenst with Jove; 
Because the most renowm d frurt of his love 
(Pallas) he got, and shookeout of his braine 

For which, Mayestique Juno, did complaine 
Inthiskinde, to the blest Court of the sktes, 
Knowall yesex-distinguisht Deities, 

That Jove(assembler of the cloudie throng) 
Beginns with mefirst, and affects with wrong 
My ight in him, made by himselfe, his wife, 
That knowesand doesthe honor’ d marriage life, 
All honest offices, and yet hath he 

Undulte got, without my compante 

Blew-eyd Minerva who ofall theskte 

Of blest Immortalls1s the absolute Grace 
Where, Ihave brought into the heavenly Race, 
ASonne, both taken 1n his feet and head, 

So oughly, andso farr from worth my bedd, 
That(ravisht into hand)I tookeand threw 
Downe to the vast sea, his detested view. 

Where Nereus Daughter Thets, (who, her wate 
With silver feet makes, andthe fatre arate 
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Ofher bright sisters) sav’d, and tooketo guard, 
But, wouldto heaven, another, yet, were spar'd, 
Thelike Grace of his God-head. (Craftie mate) 
What other scape canst thou excogitate? 

How could thy heart sustaine to getalone, 

The grey-eyd Goddesse? her conception, 

Nor bringing forth, had any hand of mine, 

And yet know all the Gods, I goe, for thine 
Tosuchkindeuses ButI’lenow employ 

My braineto procreateamasculineJoy, 

That ‘mongst th’ Immortalls, may aseminent shine, 
With shame affecting, nor my bedd, nor thine, 
Norwilll, ever, touch at thineagaine, 

But farr, fly it, and thee, and yet will raigne 
Amongst th Immortallsever Thisspleenespent, 
(Stull yet leftangrie) farreaway she went, 

Fromall the Deathlesse, and yet pratdtoall, 
Advance’ ther hand, ande’reshe let it fall 

Us’d these excitements, Hearemenow(OEarth?) 
Brode Heaven above it, and(beneath your birth) 
The Derfied Titanoys, that dwell about 

Vast Tartarus, from whence sprung all the Rout 
Of MenandDeities Hearemeall(Isay) 

Withall your forces, and give instant way 
T’asonneof mine, without Jove, who yet may 
Nothing inferiour prove, in forceto him, 

But past him springasfarre, inablelim, 

Ashepast Saturne This, pronounc t, shestrooke 
Life-bearing Earth so strongly, that she shooke 
Beneath her numb’d hand. which when she beheld, 
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Herbosomewith abundant comforts sweld; 
Inhopeall should, to her desire extend. 

From hence, the Yeare that all such proofes givesend, 
Grew round, yetall chactume, the bed of Jove 
Sheenevertouchtat,neverwasherlove ° 
Enflam’dto sit nere his Dedalian Throne, 
Assheaccustomed, to consult upon 
Counsellskept darke, with manya secret skill; 
Butkepther Vow-frequented T emplestill, 
Pleas’ d with het sacrifice; till now, the Nights 
And Datesaccomplish’t, and the yeares whole rights, 
Inall herrevolutions, being expir'de, 

The Howres, andall,run out, that wererequtr'd, 
To venta Birth-right, she brought forthaSonne, 
Like Gods, or Men, nnocondition, 

Buta most dreadfull, and pernicious thing 
Call’d Typhon, who onall the humaneSpring 
Confer’ d confusion, which, receiv’ dto hand 

By Juno, mstantly, she gave command 

(Ill to ill adding) thatthe Dragonesse 

Should bring it up, who tooke, and did oppresse 
With many a misery(to maintaine th’ excesse 
Of that inhumane Monster )all theRace 

Of Men, that were ofall the world the grace. 

Tull the farre-working Phebus, at her sent 

A fierie Arrow, that invok’tevent 

Of death gave, to her execrable life 

Before which yet, she lay in bitter strife, 

With dying paines, groveling on earth, and drew) 
Extreme short respirations, for which flew 
Ashout about the aire; whence, nomanknew 
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But came by power divine. And thenshelay 
Tumbling her Truncke, and winding every way 
About her nastie Nest, quite leaving then 
Her murtherous life, embru’d with deaths of Men. 
Then Phebus gloried, saying, Thy selfenow lie 
On Men-sustaining Earth, and putrifie 
Who first, of Putrifaction, was inform’ d. 
Now onthy life, have Deaths cold vapors stormd, 
That stormd’ st on Menthe Earth-fed, so muchdeath, 
Inenvieof the Of-spring, they made breathe 
Thear lives out, on my Altars, Now from thee, 
Not Typhon shall enforce the miserte 
Of merited death, nor shee, whosename implies 
Such scath(Chymera) but blacke earth make prise | 
To putrifaction, thy Immanuities 
And bright Hyperton, that light, all eyes showes, 
Thyne, witha night of rottennesse shall close 
Thus spake heglory’ng, and then seas d upon 
Her horrid heape, with Putrifaction 
Hypertons lovely powrs, from whence, her name 
Tookesound of Python, and heavens soveraigne flame 
Wassurnam ’d Pythtus, sincethesharp-eyd Sunn, 
Affected so, with Putrifaction 
Thehellish Monster And now Phebus minde 
Gave him to know, that falsehood had strooke blinde 
Even his bright eye, because it could not finde 
ThesubtleFountaines fraud Towhom he flew, 
Enflam’d with anger, and in th’ instant drew 
Close to Delphusa, using this short vow, 
Delphusa? you must lookeno longer now 
Tovent your fraud’son me, for welll know 
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Your scituation, to belovely worth 
A Temples Imposition, It poures forth 
Sodelicateastreame But yourrenowne 
Shall now no longer shine here, but mine owne. 

This said, he thrust her Promontorte downe, 
And damn’ dher fountaine up, with mightie stones, 
A Temple giving consecrations, 
Inwoodsadjomning And:nthisPhaneall 
On him, by surname of Delphustus call 
Because Delpbusa’s sacred flood and fame 
His wrathaffected so, and hid in shame 

And then thought Phebus, what descent of Men 
Tobehis Munsters, heshould retein, 
TodoeinstontePythos sacrifice 
Towhich, his minde contending, his quicke e1es 
Hecast upon the blew Sea, and beheld 
A ship, on whose Masts, satles that wing'd it sweld 
Inwhich weremen transfert’ d, many and good 
That in Minotan Gnossus, eate their food, 
And were Cretensians, who now are those 
Thatall the sacrifising dues dispose, 
Andall the lawes, delivertoaword 
Of Dates great King, that weares the golden sword. 
And Oracles(out of his Delphian Tree 
That shrowds her faire armes 1n the Cavitie 
Beneath Parnassus Mount) pronounceto Men 
These, now his Priests, that liv’das Merchants then, 
In trafficks, and Pecunarte Rates, 
For sandie Pylos and the Pylean States, 
Were under satle. But now encounterd them 
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Phebus Apollo, who into thestreame 
Casthimselfe headlong and the strange disguise 
Tooke ofa Dolphine, ofa goodly sise. 
Likewhich, He leapt into their ship, andlay 
Asan Ostent of infinite dismay 

Fornone, withany strife of Mindecould looke 
IntotheOmen All theshtpmastéshooke, 
Andsilent, all sate, with the feare they tooke 
Armd not, nor strooke they saile, Butas before, 
Wentonwithfull Trim Anda foreright Blore, 
Stiff, and from forth, theSouth, the ship made flie 
When first, they striptthe Malean Promont' rie 
Touchtat Lacontas sotle, in whicha Towne 
Their ship arty dat, that theSea doth Crowne, 
Call’d Tenarus, A place of much delight 
Tomenthat serve Heavens Comforter of sight, 
In whichare fed, the famous flocks that beare 
Thewealthie Fleeces, Ona delicate Laire 

Being fed, andseated wherethe Merchants, faine 
Would have putin, that they might outagaine, 
Totell the Miracle, that chanc’t to them, 

And trie1f1t would take the sacred streame, 
Rushing far forth, that he againe might beare 
Those other Fishes that abounded there, 
Delightsome companie, Or still would stay, 
Abord their drie ship, But it faildet’obay. 

And for thertch Peloponestan shore, 

Steer’de her free saile, Apollo made the Blore 
Directly guide 1t* That, obaying still 

Reacht drie Arena, And, (what wish doth fill) 
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Faire Aryphea, And the populousheight 

Of Thryus, whose streame(siding her) doth weight 

With safe passe on Alpheus, Pylos sands 

And Pyl:an dwellers keeping by the strands 

Onwhichth’Inhabitants of Crunus dwell. 

And Heltda, secopposite to Hell 

Chaless, and Dymesreach't, And happily 

Madesatle by Pheras All being over-joide 

With that francke Gale, that Jove humselfe emploid, 

Andthenamongst the cloudes, they might descrie, 

The Hull, that far-seene Ithaca, callsher E1e 

Dulichius, Samos, and, (with tumber grac't) 

Shadie Zacynthus But when now they past 

Peloponesusall And then, whenshow’de 

Theinfinite Vale of Crissa, that doth shroud 

Allrich Morea, with her ltberall brest. 

So franckea Gale, there flew outofthe West, 

Asall theskie discovered, twas so great, 

Andblewso from the verte Counsell seat 

Of Jovehimselfe that quickly 1t might send 

The ship through full Seas, to her journeys end 
From thence, they sald, (quite opposite) to the East, 

And tothe Region, where light leaves hisrest. 

The Light himselfe being sacred Pylot there, 

And made theSea-trod ship, arive themnere 

TheGrapefull Crissa, where he rest doth take, 

Closetoher Port, andsands Andthen forth brake 

The far-shot King, like toa starre that strowes 

His glorious forehead, where the Mid-day glowes, 

Thatall in sparkles, did his state attire, 
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Whose Luster leaptup, tothe spheare of fire; 
Hetrodd, whereno wate op te, and pierst the place 
That of his sacred Tripods, held the grace; 
Inwhich, he lighted sucha fluent flame, 
As guiltall Crissa, In which, every Dame 
And Dames faire daughter, cast ut vehement cries 
Atthose fell fires, of Phebus Prodigies 
That shaking feares, throughall ther fancies threw 
Then (lik the mindes swift light) Againe he flew 
Backeto the ship, shap'tlikeayouthin Height 
Ofall his graces shoulders broad, and strett, 
Andall his haire, in goldencurrls enwrapt 
And tothe Merchants, thus, hisspeechheshap’t 
Ho? strangers? what are you? and from what seat 
Satleye these waies, that salt and water sweat? 
Totraffick justlie? Or use vagrant scapes 
Voyde ofall rule? Conferring wrongs, and Rapes 
(Like Pyrats)on the men, yenever sawe? 
With mindes project, exempt from list, or Lawe? 
Why sityeheereso stupified? nor take 
Land while yemay? Nor deposition make 
Of Navall Arms? when this the fashion 1s 
Of men Industrious! who, (their faculties 
Wearted at sea, )leaveship, and use the land 
For foode, that with their healths, and stomacks stand 
This said, with bold mindes, he their brest suppli'd, 
And thus madeanswer, theCretenstan guide; 
Stranger? because, you seemeto usno seed 
Ofany mortall, butcelestiall breed, 
For parts, and person, Joy your steps ensue, 
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And Gods make good, the blisse, we thinke your due 

Vouchsafeus true relation, on what land 

Weherearive? and what men, herecommand? 

Wewere for well-knowne parts bound, and from Crete 

(Our vanted countrie) to the Pylian seat 

Vow dour whole voyage. Yetarivewe here, 

Quite crosseto those wills, that our motions stere 

Wishing tomakereturnesomeother way, 

Some other course desirous to assate, 

Topay ourlostpaines But someGodhathfill’d 

Our frustrate sayles, defeating what we will'd 
Apollo answered, Strangers? though before 

Yee dwelt in wooddie Gnossus, yetnomore 

Yeemust bemade, your owneReciprocalls 

Toyourlov'd Cittte, and faire severalls 

Of wives, andhouses But yeshall have here 

My wealthie Temple, honord farreand nere 

OfmanyaNation formyselfeamSon 

To Jovehimselfe, and of Apollo won 

The glorious Title, who thus safelie through 

The seas vast billows, still have held your plough 

Noll intending, that will let yeemake 

My Temple here, your owne, and honors take 

Uponyour selves, all chatto mearegiven 

Andmore thecounsailes of the King of Heaven, 

Your selves shall know, and with his will receive 

Ever the honors, thatall men shall give. 

Doeas! say then nstantly, strike saile, 

Takedowneyour Tackling, and your vessel] hale 

Up, into land. your goods bring forth, andall 
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The instruments, that mto sayling fall; 
Makeonthisshore, an Altar fireenflame; 
And barley white cakes, offer tomy name. 
And then, (environing the Altar) pray, 
And call me, (asyesaweme, in the day 
When from the windieseas, I brake swift way 
Into your ship, ) Delpbsntus. since tooke 
A Dolphins forme then. And to every looke 
That there shall seeke:t, that, my Altar shall 
BemadeA Delphtan memorial 
From thence, forever After this, ascend 
Your swift black ship, and sup, and then intend 
Ingenuous Offerings to the equall Gods 
That in celestiall seates, make blest abods 
When, (having staid, your helthfull hungers sting) 
Comeall with me, and lo-Peans sing 
All the wates length, till youattaine thestate, 
Wherel, your oppulent Phane have consecrate 

Tothus, they gave him, passing diligent eare, 
And vow’ dto his obedience, all they were 

First striking sayle, their tacklings then they los'd, 
And(with their Gables stoop’t) their mastimpos d 
Into the Mastroome Forth, themselves then went, 
And from thesea1nto the Continent 
Drew up their shtp, which farr up from thesand 
They rais'd, withamplerafters. Then, in hand 
They tooke the Altar, and inform’d iton 
Theseasnere shore, imposing thereu 
White cakes of barley Fire made, and did stand 
About ttround;as Phabus gave command: 
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Submutting Invocations to his will 

Then sacrifis’d to all the heavenly Hull 

Of powrefull God-heads After which, they eat 

Abord their ship, tall with fit foot repleat, 

They rose, norto thei Temple, us'd delay 

Whom Phebus usherd, and toucht, all the way 

Hisheavenly Lute, with Art, aboveadmur d, 

Gracefullyleadingthem Whenall were fir'd 

With zealeto him, and follow’dwondring, All, 

To Pythos,and upon hisname did call 

With lo-Peans, suchas Cretans use 

Andintheir bosomes did the deified Muse 

Voices of honey-Harmonie, infuse 
Withnever-wearte feet, their way they went, 

And made, withallalacritie, ascent 

Upto Parnassus, and that long’d-for place 

Where they should live, and be of men, the Grace 

When, all the way, Apollo shew'dthem still 

Therr farr-stretcht valleys, and their two-topt Hull, 

Their famous Phane, andall, that All could ratse, 

Toasupreame height, of their Joy, and praise 
And then theCretan Captaine, thus enquir'd 

Of King Apollo, Sinceyouhaveretir'd 

(OSoveraigne) our sad lives, so farr from friends 

And native soile, (because so farr extends 

Your deare mindes pleasure) tell us how we shall 

Livein your service To which question call 

Our provident mindes, because we seenot croun’d 

Thissoule, with store of vines, nor dothabound 

In welthiemeddows, on which, we may live, 
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Aswellason men, our attendance give. 

Hesmul'd, and said, Omen, thatnothing know 
Andsoarefollow’d, withaworld of woe, 
That needs will succour care, and curious mone 
And poure out sighs, without cessation, 
Wereall theriches of theearth your owne 
Without much busines, I will render knowne, 
Toyour simplicities, an easte way, 
Towealth enough, Let every man purvate 
Askeane, (or slaught'ring steele) and his right hand 
(Bravely bestowing)evermoreseemann'd 
With killing sheepe, that to my Phane will flowe, 
Fromall farr Nations Onall which bestowe 
Good observation, andall else they give 
Tome, makeyou your owneAll, andsolive 
Forall which, watch beforemy Temple well, 
Andall my counsailes, aboveall, conceale 

Ifany give vaine language, or to deeds, 
Yea, orasfarras injurte proceedes, 
Know that, (atlosershands) for those that gaine, 
Itisthelaweof Mortalls, to sustaine 

Besides, yee shall have Princes to obay, 
Which, stull, yeemust, and(soyeegaine)yee may 
All, now, 1ssaid, give All, thy memortesstay 

And thus to thee, ( Joveand Latona’s Sonne) 
Be givenall grace of salutation 
Both theeand others of th Immortall state, 
My song shall memorize, to endlesse date 
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ERMES, THE SONNE OF JOVE 
AND MAIA, SING, 
(O MUSE) TH’ ARCADIAN, 
& CYLLENIAN KING. 
They richin flocks, heheaven enriching still, 
In Messages, return’dwithall his will. 
Whom glorious Mata (The Numphrich wn hatre) 
Mixing with Jove, in amorousaffaire, 
Brought forth tohim sustaining aretreat 
Fromall th’Immortalls of the blessed seat, 
And living in the same darke Cave, where Jove 
Inform’d, at mid-night, the effect of love, 
Unknowneto either man or Deitie 
Sweet sleepe once, having seas dthejelouseye 
Of Juno, deckt with wrists of tvorie 
But when great Joves high minde was consummate, 
Thetenth moneth had1n heaven confin’de thedate 
Of Matas Labour, And into the sight 
She brought, in one birth, Labours infinite 
For then she boreasonne, that all tried wates 
Could turne, and winde, to wisht events, assates, 
A faire tongu d, but false-hearted Counsellor 
Rector of Ox-stealers, and forall stealths, bore 
A varied finger Speeder of Nights spies 
And guide of all her dreames obscurities, 
Guard of dore-Guardians. and was borneto be 
Amongst th Immortalls, that wing’ d Dettte, 
That in an unstant, should doeactswouldaske 
ThePowres of others, an Eternall Taske. 
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Borne, inthe Morne, Heform’d his Luteat Noone, 
AtNightstoleall the Oxen of the Sunne; 
Andall chisin hts Births first day was done; 
Which was the fourth of the encreasing Moone. 
Because Celestuall lims, sustain’ dhisstraines, 
His sacred swath-bands, must not behis chaines 
So(starting up) to Phebus Herdehe stept, 
Found strait, the high-roof’t Cave where they were kept, 
And(th’entrie passing) he th’ invention found, 
Of making Lutes, and didin wealth abound 
By that Invention, Since He first ofall, 
Wasauthor of that Engine Mustcall 
By thismeane, mov dto the ingentous worke 
Nerethe Caves inmost overture, did lurke 
A Tortots, tasting th odoriferous grasse, 
Leisurely moving, and this Obyect was 
The mottve to JovesSonne(who could convert 
Toprofitablest uses, all desert 
That nature had in any workeconvaid) 
ToformetheLute when(smuling) thushesaid, 
Thoumov stinme, anoteof excellentuse, 
Which thy ill forme, shall never so seduce 
T’evert the good, to beinform 'dby it, 
In pliant force, of my forme-forging wit. 

Then theslowe Tortots, wrought on by his minde, 
Hethussaluted, All yoy tothe kinde 
Instinct of nature, in thee, Borneto be 
Thespirriter of Dances, compante 
For feasts, and followmg Banquets; grac tand blest 
For bearing light toall the interest 
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Clatm’din this Instrument. From whence shall spring 
Play faire, and sweet, to which may Graces sing, 
Aprettie painted cote, thou putt st on here 

(O Tortos) while thy hull-bred vitall sphere 
Confinesthy fashion; but(surpris:dbyme,) ° 
I’lebeare thee home, where thou shalt ever be 

A Profittome, and yetnothing more 

Will contemne thee, in my merited store. 
Goods, with good parts got, worthand honour gave 
Left goods, andhonors, every foolemay have 
Andsince thou first, shalt give me meanes to live, 
l'lelovetheeever. Virtuous qualities give 
Toliveathome with them, enough content, 
Where those that want such inward ornament, 

Fly out for outward, their life, made therr lode, 

Tis best to be at home, Harme lurks abroad 

And certainely, thy vertue shall be knowne 

Gainst great-yll-causing incantation, 
ToserveasforaLance, Or Ammulet 

And where, in comfort of thy vitall heat, 
Thounow breathst but asound confus'd, for song, 
Expos'd bynature, after death, morestrong 

Thou shalt 1n sounds of Art be, and command 
Songinfinitesweeter Thus with either hand 
Hetooket up, and instantly tooke flight 

Back to his Cave, with that his home-delight. 
Where, (giving to the Mountaine Tortois vents 
Oflifeand motion) with fit Instruments 

Forg'dof bright steele, he stratt inform ’da Lute, 
Putneck, and frets to it, of which, asute 
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Hemadeof splitted quills, in equall space 
Impos'dupontheneck, and did embrace 
Both backe, andbosome At whose height(as gynns 
T'extend, and ease the strings) he put inpynns, 
Seven strings, of severall tunes, he then applied; 
Made of the Entrailes ofa sheepe well dried, 
Andthroughly twisted Nexthe did provide 
A Case forall, made ofan Oxes Hyde, 
Out of his counsailes to preserveas well, 
Astocreate andall this Action fell 
Into an instant consequence His word, 
Andworke, had tndividuall accord 
All being as swiftly to perfection brought, 
Asany wordly mans, mostravisht thought, 
Whose minde, Care cuts, an infinity 
Of varied parts, or passions instantly, 
Oras the frequent twincklings of an eye 

And thus his House-delight given absolute end, 
He touchtit, and did every string extend 
(Withan exploratorte spirit assaid) 
Toall the parts, that could on 1tbeplaid 
It sounded dreadfully, to which hesung, 
Asif from thence, the first, and true force sprung 
That fashions Virtue God, in him did sing 
His play was likewise an unspeakablething, 
Yet, butasan extemporall Assay, 
Of what showe, 1t would make, being the first way, 
Ittryed his hand, oratumultuousnoise, 
Suchasat feasts, the first-flowr’ d spirits of Botes 
Poure out in mutuall contumeltes still. 
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As little squaring with his curious will; 
Orwasas wanton, and untaughtaStore 

Of Joveand Masa, that rich shooes still wore, 
Hesung, who sufferd, ill reports before, 
And foulestaines, under her faire titles bore 
But Hermessung, her Nation, and her Name 
Diditterateever. All her high-flowne fame 
Of being Joves Mistresse, celebratingall 
Hertraine of servants, and collaterall 
Sumpture of Houses, all her Tripods there, 
And Caldrons huge, encreasing every yeare 
All which she knew, yet felther knowledge stung 
With her fameslosse, which(found) shemore wisht sung, 
But now, he, in his sacred cradle laid 
His Luteso absolute, and strait convaid 
Himselfe up toa watch-towre, forth his house, 
Rich, and divinely Odorsferous; 
Aloftiewile, at worke his conceipt, 
Thursting the practise of his Empires height 
And whereImpostorsrule,(sincesable Night 
Must serve their deeds) he did his deeds their right 
Fornow thenever-resting Sunne, wasturn'd 
For th’ under earth, and inthe Ocean burn’d 
HisCoch, and Coursers. When th ingentousspte 
Puersa’s shadie hull, had in hiseye; 
Wheretheimmortall Oxen of the Gods 
Inayres flood solac’ttherr select Abods, 
Andearths sweet greene floure, that wasnever shorne; 
Fed ever downe; And these the wittte-borne 
(Argictdes, ) set serious spieupon. 
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Severing from all the rest; and setting gone 
Full fiftue of the violent Bellowers. 
Which driving through the sands, he did reverse 
(His births-craft strait remembring )all their hoves, 
And them transpos’d, in opposite removes; 
The fore, behindeset, The behinde, before, 
T’employ the eyes, of suchas should explore. 
Andhehumselfe(asslye-pac’t) castaway 
Hissandalls, onthe sea-sands Past display; 
And unexcogitable thoughts, in Act 
Putting, to shunn, of hisstolnesteps, the Tract 
Mixing, both Tamrisk, and like-Tamrisk sprayes, 
Inamost rare confusion, to raise 
His footsteps up from earth Of which sprayes, he 
(Hisarmefull gathering, fresh from off the Tree, ) 
Made for his sandalls, Tyes, both leaves, and tyes 
Holding together, and then fear'dno eyes 
That could affect his feets discoveries 

The Tamrisk boughs he gather’d, making way 
Backe from Prerta butasto convate 
Provision in them, for hisyourney fit, 
It being long, and thereforeneedingt 

Anould man, nowat labour, nerethe field 
Of greene Onchestus, knew the verdant yteld 
Ofhis fayrearmefull, whom th’ingentous Sonne 
Of Mara, therefore, salutation 
Did thus beginn to, Ho? ould man! Thatnow 
Artctooked growne, with making Plants to grow! 
Thy nerves will farr be spent, when these boughs shall 
Tothesetheur leaves, confer me fruit, and All 
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Butseenotthou, what ever thou dost see, 
Norheare, though heare; But all, as touchingme 
Conceale, sincenought, 1t can endamage thee. 

This, andno morehesatd, and ondravestill 
Hisbrode-browdOxen ManyashadieHull, 
And manyan echoing valley, many afield 
Pleasant, and wishfull, did his passage yield 
Their safe Transcension, Butnow, the divine 
Andblack-browd Night (his Mistresse) did decline 
Exceeding swiftly, Dates most earely light 
Fast hasting to her first point, to excite 
Wordlings to worke, and in her Watch-towre, shone, 
King Pallas- Megamedes seed, (the Moone) 
When through th’ Alphean flood, Joves powerfull Sonne) 
Phebus-Apollo’s ample-foreheaded Herd 
(Whosenecks, the laboring yoke, had never spher'd) 
Draveswiftly on, and then mtoastall 
(Hille, yet past to, through an humble vale 
Andhollow Dells, inamost lovely Meade) 
He gatherdall, and them divinely fedd 
With Odorous Cypresse; and the ravishing Tree 
That makes his Eaters, lose the memorte 
Ofname, and countrie. Then he brought, withall, 
Much wood, whose sight, into his serch let fall 
The Art of making fire Which thushe tried, 
Hetookea branch of Lawrell, amplified 
Past others, bothin beautte, and insise, 
Yet, laynexthand, rubb’dit, and strait didrise 
Awarmefumefromt Steele, beng that didraise 
(As Agent )theattenuated Bates 
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Tothathotvapor Sothat, Hermes found 

Both fire first, and of it, the seede, close bound 
Inother substances, and then, the seed 
Hemultiplied, of sere-wood making feed 

Theapt heat of it, in apileCombin’de, 
Latdinalowe Pit, that1n flames strait shin’ de, 

And cast a sparkling crack up to the Skye, 

All the drie parts, so fervent were, and hye 

Intheir combustion. Andhow long the force 

Of glorious Vulcan, kept the fire in. course, 

So long was he, in dragging from there stall, 

Two ofthecrook-hanchtHerd thatror’dwithall, 
Andrag’d for feare, t'approch the sacred fire 
Towhich didall, his dreadfull powrsaspire 

When (blustring forth their breath) He on thesoule, 
Cast both, at length, though witha world of toile. 
For long he was, in getting them to ground 

After their through-thrust, and most mortall wound. 
But worke, to worke, heyoin d, the fleshand cut, 
Coverd with fat, and(ontreenebroches put) 
Inpeecesrosted But, in th Intestines 

The black blood, and thehonorarte chines, 
Together with the carcases, lay there 

Cast on the cold earth, asno Deities chere. 

The Hydes, upon arugged rock hespred, 

And thus were these now, all in peeces shred, 

And undistinguisht from Earths common herd 
Though borne for long date, andto heaven endeard; 
And now must ever live, in dead event. 

But Hermes, herehence, having hiscontent, 
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Car’d forno more, but drew to placeseven, 

The fat-works, that, of force, must have for heaven 
Therr capital ends, though stolne; and therefore were 
Intwelve parts cut, for twelvechoice Deities chere, 
By this devotion. Toall which, hegave 

Ther severall honors, and did wishto have 

His equall part thereof, as free, and well 

Asth’ other Deities, but the fattie smell 

Afflicted him, though he1mmortall were; 

Play'ng mortall parts, and being, (like mortalls)here 
Yethis proud minde, nothing the more obayde 
For beinga God, himselfe, and hisowne aide 
Having tocausehisdue Andthoughin heart 
Heehighly wisht it, but the weaker part 

Subdu’d thestronger, and went on, inill 

Even heavenly Powre, had rather have his Will, 
Then havehts Right, and will’s the worst of All, 
When butin least sort, 1t1s criminall, 

One Taint, being Author ofa Number, still 

And thus(resolv'dto leave his hallow’ d Hill) 
First, both the fat parts, and the fleshte, All 
Taking away, at the steepe-entryed stall 
Helaidall, All, the feetand heads entire, 

Andall thesere-wood, making cleare with fire 
Andnow, heleaving there then, all things done 
And finisht, in their fit perfection, 

(The Coles put out, and their black Ashes throwne 
Fromall discoverte, by the lovely light 
Thecherefull Moone cast; shyning all the Night) 


Hestrait assum’ danovell voicesnote; 
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Andn the whirle-pit-eating-flood, aflote 
Hesethis sandalls, When now, onceagaine 
The-that-morne-borne-Cyllentus, didattaine 

His Homes divine height, all the farr-stretcht wate 
Nooneblest God, encountring, hisassate, 

Nor Mortall Man, norany Dogg durst spend 
His-borne-to-barke-mouth at him, till, in th’end, 
Hereacht his Cave, and at the Gate went in 
Crooked, and wraptintoa foldsothin, 

Thatno eye could discover hisrepayre, 

But asa darknesse, of th’ Autumnall ayre. 

When, going on, fore-right, hestrattarriv'd 
AthisrichPhane hissoft feet quitedepriv'd 
Ofallleastnotse, of one that trod the earth, 

They trodso swift, to reach hisroome of Birth. 
Where, Inhisswath-hands, he his shoulders wrapt, 
And (likean Infant, newly having scap't 

The teeming streights )as in the Palms he lay 
Ofhislov’dNurse Yetinstantly would play 
(Freeing his right hand) with his bearing cloth 
About hiskneeswrapt, and strait (loosing both 
Hisrightand left hand) with hus left, he caught 
Hismost-loy’d Lute. His Mother yet, was taught 
His wanton wiles, nor coulda Gods witlte 

Hid froma Goddesse, who did therefore trye 

His answer, thus. Why(thoumadeall of sleight) 
Andwhencearty’st thou, in thisrest of Night? 
Improvident Impudent, In my conceipt 
Thourather shouldst be getting forth thy Gate, 
Withall flight fit, for thy endanger’dState, 
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(In merit of th’Inevitable bands, 

Tobeimpos'd by vext Latona’shands 

Justly mcenst for her Apollo’s harms) 

Then ly thus wrapt, asready for herarms, 
Totaketheeup, andkissethee Would to heaven 
(Incrosseof that high grace) Thou hadst beene given 
Upto Perdition; erepoore mortalls beare 

Those blacke banes, that thy father Tha 
Hath planted thee of purpose to confer, 

Onthem, andDeities Hereturn’'dreplie; 

As Master of the feates of Policte, 

Mother? whyayme you thus amusseat me? 

As 1fI wereaSonne that Infancte 

Couldkeepe fromall the skill, that Age can teach? 
Orhad in cheating, buta childish reach? | 
And ofa Mothers mandats, fear’d the breach? 
Imount that Artat first, that will bebest 

Whenall times consummate their cunningest. 
Abletocounsaile, Now my selfe, and thee, 

Inall things best, to all Eternitte 

Wecannot livelike Gods here, without gifts, 

No, nor without corruption, and shifts 
Andmuchlesse, without eating, as we must 
Inkeeping thy rules, and 1n being Just, 

Of which we cannot undergoe thelodes 

Tis better here, to Imitatethe Gods, 

And wine, or wench outall times -_ 
Tothatend, growing rich in readte heapes; 
Stor’ de with Revennews; being incorne-fielde reapes 


Of infinite Acres; thentoliveenclos’d 
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In Caves, toall Earths sweetest ayreexpos d. 
I, asmuch honor hold, as Phebus does, 
Andif my Father please not to dispose 
Possessions tome, I my selfe will see 
If can force them in, forI canbe 
Prince of all Theeves AndifLatona’sSonne 
Make after my stealth, Indignation; 
I'lehavea Scape, as well asheaSerch, 
And overtake him witha greater lurch. 
For] can post to Pythos, and breake through, 
His huge house, there, where harbors wealth enough, 
Most precious T rtpods, Caldrons, Steele, and Gold, 
Garments rich wrought, and full of liberall fold. 
All which willl, at pleasure owne, and thow 
Shalt seeall, wilt thou but thy sight bestow 

Thus chang’d great words, the Gote-hyde-wearersSonne 
And Mara, of Mayestique fashion. 

And now the Ayre-begot Aurorarose 
From out the Ocean-great-in-ebbs-and flows, 
When, at thenever-shorne, pure-and-faire Grove, 
(Onchestus) consecrated to the love 
Ofround and long-neckt Neptune, Phabus found 
Aman whom heavieyeares, had prest halferound, 
And yetat worke, in plashing of a Fence 
Abouta Vineyeard, that had residence 
Hard by the high-way, whom Latona’sSonne, 
Madeitnot strange, but first did question, 
And first saluted Ho? you? Aged syre 
That here are hewing from the Vine, theBryre; 
For certaine Oxen, Icomehere t’ enquire 
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Outof Prensa, femalls All, and rer’d 

All, with hornes wreath’'d, unlikethe common Herde, 
ACole-black Bull, fed by themall alone, 

Andall observ’d for preservation 

Throughall their foodie, and delicious Fen, : 
With foure fierce Mastifs, like one-minded men. 
These left ther Doggs, and Bull;(whichIadmure) 
And when wasnereset, Daseseternall fire: 

From their fierce Guardians, from their delicate fare, 
Madecleredeparture Tomethendeclare, 
(Oould man, long since borne) If thy graveraie 
Hath any manseene, making stealthfull wate 
Withall those Oxen! Th’oldeman madereplie, 
Tishard(O friend) torenderreadily, | 
Accountofall, thatmay invade mineeye, 

For many a Travailer, this high-way tredds, 

Some in much lls serch, some, innoblethredds 
Leading their livesout, but, this young Day 
Even from her first point, have made good display, 
Ofall men, passing thisabundanchull, 

Planted with Vines, andnosuchstealthfull ill, 
Herlighthath showneme But last Evening late, 
Isawea Thing, that shew’'d of childish state, 
Tomy ouldlights, and seem’dashepursude 
AHerd of Oxen, with brave Heads indude; 

Yet butan Infant, andretaindeaRodd, 
Whowarilte, both this, and that way trodd, 

His head still backwards turn’d. This th’ould Man spake, 
Which he well thought upon, and swiftly brake 
Into his Pursuit, with abundant wing; 

That strooke but oneplaine, erehe knew thething 
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That was the Theefe, to be th Impostor borne; 
Whom Jove yet, with his Sonnes namedid adore. 
Instudie, and with Ardor, thenthe King 

(Joves dazeling Sonne) plac’ his exploring wing 

On sacred Pylos, for his forced Heard, 

Hisample shoulders, ina cloud ensphear'd 
Offiertechrimsine Strait, the Steps he found 
OfhisstolneHerd And said, Strange sights confound 
My apprehensive powers, for hereI see 

The Tracts of Oxen, but aversivelie 

Converted towards the Prerian Hills, 

Astredding to their Meadeof Daffodils, 

But, normine eye, Mens feet, nor Womens drawes, 
Nor hoarie Wolves, nor Beares, nor Lyons Paws, 
Nor thick-neckt Bulls theyshow Butheethat does, 
These monstrous Deeds, with never so swift shooes, 
Hath past from that howre hither, but from hence, 
His foule course, may meete, fouler consequence. 
With this, tooke Phebus wing, and Hermes stull, 
(Forall his Threats) secure lay in his Hill 
Wall’dwithawoodd, and more, aRock, beside 
WhereaRetreatrann, deepely multiplide 

In blinding shadows, and where th’endlesse Bride; 
Bore to Saturntus, his Ingenious Sonne: 

An Odor, wortha Hearts desire, being throwne, 
Along the Heaven-sweet Hull, on whose Herb, fedd, 
Rich flocks of sheepe, that bow not where they tredd 
Their horney Pasterns. There, the light of Men, 
(Joves Sonne Apollo) strait descended then, 

The Marble Pavement, in that gloomie Den, 
Onwhom, when Jove, and Mata’s Sonneset eye, 
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Wroth for his Oxen: On then, instantly 

His Odorousswath-bands, flew;1n which, asclose 
Th’Impostor lay, Asin thecoolerepose 

Of cast-on Ashes, Harths of burning Coles 
Lyinthe woods hidd, undertheControules . 
Ofskilfull Colyers: Even so close did lie 
Inscrutable Hermes in Apollo’s eye 

Contracting his great God-head, toasmall 

And Infant likenesse, feet, hands, headand All. 
Andasa Hunter hath beene often viewd, 

From Chaceretir’d with both his hands embrewd 
In his Games blood, that doth for water call 
Toclense his hands, And to provoke withall 
Delightsomesleepe, new washt and aid torest, 
Sonow lay Hermes in the close comprest 
ChaceofhisOxen His New-found-out Lute, 
Beneath hisarmeheld, As ifno pursurte 

But that Prise, and the virtue of his play, 
Hisheartaftected Butto Phabus, lay, 

Hisclose Heart, open Andhe, likewise, knew 
The brave Hyll-Nymph there, and her deareSonne, new- 
Borne, andas well wrapt, in his wiles, asweed’s 

All the close shrouds too, for his Rapinous deedes, 
In All the Cave, heknew: and with his key 
Heopen’dthree of them, In which therelay 
Silver, andGold-heapes Nectar infinite store; 
And Deare Ambrosia, and of weedes she wore, 
(Pure white, and Purple) A rich Wardrobeshin'de, 
Fit for the blest States, of powrsso divin’de, 

All which discoverd; Thus to Mercure 
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He offerd Conference: Infant? you that lie 
Wraptso in swath-bands. Instantly unfold 
InwhatconcealdRetreatsof yours youhold 
My Oxenstolne by you, Orstrast we shall 
Jarr, as beseemes not, powrs Celestuall. 
ForI will take, and hurle Thee to the Deepes 
Of dismall Tartarus, where ill Death keepes 
Hisgloomie, andinextricable fates, 
Andtono Eye, that light Illuminates, 
Mother, nor Father, shall returnethee free, 
But under Earth, shall Sorrow fetter thee, 
And few repute thee, their Superiour. 

On him replied, Crafts subtlest Counsailor, 
What cruell speech, hath past Latona’s Care! 
Seekes he his stolne-wilde-Cows, where Deities are? 
Thavenorseene, nor heard, nor can report; 
From others mouthes, one word of their resort 
Toany stranger Nor will], to gaine 
A base Reward, afalseRelation faine 
Nor wouldI, CouldI tell ResembleI 
AnOx-Theefe? Ora Man? Especiallie 
Amanofsuchacourage, sucha force 
Asto that labour goes? That violent course? 
No Infants worke1s That My powresaspire 
Tosleepe, and quenching of my hungers fire 
With Mothers Milke, and gainst cold shades, toarme 
With Cradle-cloths, my shoulders, and Baths warme, 
That no man may conceive, the warr you threat 
Can spring, in cause, from my so peacefull heat. 
And evenamongst th’Immortalls1t would beare 
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Event of absolute Miracle, to heare 
Anew-borne Infants forces should transcend 
The lumuts of his Dores, much lesse contend 
Withuntam’d Oxen. This speech nothing seemes 
Tosavour the Decorum of the Beames 
Castround about the Ayre Apollo breakes, 
Where his divine minde, her intention speakes. 
Ibrake but yesterday, the blessed wombe; 
My feetare tender, and thecommon Tombe 
Ofmen,(theEarth) lies sharpe beneath their tred. 
But, (if you please) even by my Fathers head 
I’letakethe great Oath, That nor] protest 
Myselfe, to Author on your Interest 
Any such usurpation, Norhavel 
Seeneany other, that felloniously 
Hath forc’tyour Oxen Strange thing! whatare those 
Oxen of yours? Or what are Oxen? knowes 
My rudemunde, thinke you? My eares onely touch 
Attheir renowne, and heare that thereare such, 
This speech he past, and everashespake 
Beames from the hayre, about his eye-lidds brake, 
Hiseye-brows, up, and downecast, and hus eye! 
Every way look’t, askans, and careleslie. 
Andhe, intoa loftte whistling fell, 
Asifheidlethought, Apollo’s spell. 
Apollo( gently smiling)madeReplie, 
Othou Impostor! whose thoughts ever lye 
In labour with Deceipt! For certaine, I 
Retatne Opinion, that thou, (even thus soone) 
Hast ransackt, many a House, and notin one 
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Nights-workealone, nor in one Countrieneither 
Hast beene beseeging, Houseand Man together; 
Rigging, and rifelingall wates, andno Noise 
Madewith thy soft fete, where tall destrotes. 
Soft therefore, well, and tender thou mast call 
The feet that thy stealths, goe, and fly withall. 
For many a field-bredd Herdsman, (unheard stull) 
Hast thou made drowne, the Caverns of the Hill 
Where hisRetreates lie, with hishelplesse teares, 
Whenany flesh-stealth thy desire endeares, 
And thouencountrest, either flocks of sheepe 
Or Herds of Oxen! up then! doenotsleepe 
Thy last Nap, in thy Cradle, but comedowne; 
(Companion of black Night) and for this Crowne 
Of thy young Rapines, beare(fromall) thestate 
And stile of Prince Theefe, into endlesse Date. 
This said, he tookethe Infant 1n his Armes, 
And with him, theremembrance of his harmes; 
This Presage utt'ring, lifting himaloft, 
Beever more, the miserablie-soft 
Slave of the bellie, Pursuuvant ofall 
And Author, ofall mischiefs Capital. 
Hescorn’dhisProphesteso, he Nees'd 1n’s face 
Most forctblie(which hearing) his embrace 
Heloth’d, and hurl'dhum gainst the ground; yet still 
Tooke seate before him; though, (withall theill 
Hebore by him)he would have left full faine 
That Hewer of his heart, so nto twaine. 
Yetsalv'dall thus; Come! (yousoswadl'd thing, 
Issue of Masa, and the Thunders King, 
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Beconfident; I shall hereafter finde 

My brode-browd Oxen, My Prophetiqueminde 

So fart from blaming this thy course, that], 

Foresee thee, (nt, )to Posteritie 

The guide of All Men, (All wates, )to thear ends, 
Thisspoken, Hermes, from the Earth Ascends; 

Starting Aloft, andasin Studie went, 

Wrapping himselfe, in his Integument, 

And thusaskt Phebus, Whither forceyou Me 

(Farr-shot, and farr most powrefull Deitie?) 

Tknow (forall your fayning)y’are still wroth, 

About your Oxen, and suspect my Troth 

O Jupiter? Iwish the generall Race 

Ofall Earths Oxen, rooted from her face 

Istealeyour Oxen? Iagaine, professe 

That nerther, I, havestolnethem, nor can ghesse 

Whoelseshouldstealethem What strange Beasts are these 

Yourso-lov'dOxen?I must say (to please 

Yourhumor thus farr) that even My few Hoowres 

Haveheard theirfame Butbethesentence yours 

Of the Debate betwixt us, Or to Jove 

(For more indifference) the Cause remove 
Thus when the Solitude-affecting God, 

And the Latonan seede, had laidabroad 

All things betwixt them, (though not yet agreed, 

Yet, might] speake) Apollo did proceede 

Nothing unjustly, to charge Mercurie 

Withstealing of the Cows, hedoes dente. 

But his Profession was, with filed speach, 

And Crafts faire Complements, to overreach 
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All, and even Phebus Who because he knew 

His Trade of subtletie, He still at view 

Hunted his Foe, thoughall the sandie wate 

Upto Olympus Nor would let him strate 

From out his fight, but kept behinde him still 
And now they reacht, the Odortferous Hill 

Ofhigh Olympus, to their Fathet Jove, 

To Arbitrate the Cause, n which they strove 

Where, before both, Talents of justice were 

Propos’d for him, whom Jove should sentence Clere, 

In cause of their contention Andnow 

About Olympus, (ever-crown’ de with snow) 

Therumor of their controversie flew 

All the Incorruptuble, to their view, 

On heavens steepe Mountaine, made return’d repaire 
Hermes and He, that light hurls through the ayre, 

Beforethe Thunderers knees stood who begunn, 

To question thus farr, his Illustrious Sonns 
Phebus? To what end bringst thou Captive here 

Him inwhom my Minde, putts delights so deare ° 

This New-borne Infant? that the place supplies 

Of Herrald yet, toall the Deities? 

This serious busines, you may witnesse, drawes 

The Deities whole Court, to discusse the cause 
Phebusreplied Andnotunworthie1s 

The cause, of all the Court of Deities 

For youshall heare, 1:comprehends the weight 

Of Devastation, and the verte height 

Ofspoile, and rapine, even of Deities rights 

Yetyou (a if my selfelov'dsuch delights) 
V 
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Usewords that wound my heart. I bringyou here 
An Infant, that, even now, admitsno Pere 
Inrapesandrobb'ries Finding out, hisPlace, 
(After my measure of an infinite space) 
Inthe Cyllentan Mountaine Suchaone 
Jnall the Art of opprobration, 
Asnotinall the Deities, [haveseene, 
Nor inth’Oblivion-marckt-wholeRaceof men 
In Night, hedravemy Oxen from theur Leas, 
Along the loftie rore-resounding Seas 
From outthe Rodeway quite thestepsof them 
So quite transpos'd, as would amaze the beame 
Ofany mindeseye beingsoinfinitemuch 
Involy’din doubt, as showda Derfied touch 
Went totheworks performance All the way 
Through which, my cross-hov'd Cows hee did convate, 
Had dust so darklie-hard toserch, and He 
So pastall measure, wrapt in subtultie 
For, nor with feet, nor hands, he form ’dhissteps, 
In passing through the drie wates sandieheap’s 
Butus'danother counsaile to keepehidd 
Hismonstrous Tracts, that showdasonehad slid 
On Oke, or other Boughs, That swept out still 
The footsteps of his Oxen, and did fill 
Thetr prints up ever; to the Daffodill 
(Or daintie feeding Meddow)as they trodd, 
Driven by this cautelous, and Infant God 

A Mortall Man yet, saw him drivingon 
His Prey to Pylos Which when he had done 
And got his Passe sign’d, witha sacred fire 
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Inpeace, and freely(though to his desire 
Not to the Gods, he offerd part of these 
My ravisht Oxen )he retires, and lies 
Liketo the gloomie Night in his dimm Denn, 
All hid in darknesse, and in cloutsagaine, 
Wrapt him so closely, that the sharpe-seene eye 
Of your owne Eagle, could not see him lye. 
For with his hands, theayre he rarified 
(This way, and thatmov’d) till bright gleames did glide 
About his Being, thatifany eye 
Should dare the Darknesse, Light appos'dsonte 
Might blinde it quite, with her Antipathie 
Whichwilehewove, curious caret’ illude 
Th’Extreame of any eye, that could intrude, 
Onwhichrelying, he outrageouslie 
(WhenIaccus'dhim)trebledhisrephie, | 
I didnot see, I didnotheare, nor! 
Willtellatall, thatany otherstole 
Your brode-browdBeeves WhichanImpostorssoule 
Wouldsoonehavedone, and any Author faine 
Of purpose onely, a Reward to gaine 
And thushecolourd truth, mevery lie 

This said, Apollosate, and Mercure, 
The Gods Commander, pleas’d with this replie, 
Father’ I’letell the truth, (forIam true 
And farr from Art to lie.) Hedid pursue 
Even to my Cave, his Oxen. this selfe date, 
TheSunn, new rarsing hisillustrious rate. 
But brought with him, none of the Bliss-indu’d, 
Norany ocular witnesse, to conclude, 
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Hisbareassertion But hisownecommand 
Laid on with strong, and necessarie hand, 
ToshowehisOxen Using Threats to cast 
My poore, and Infant powrs, into the Vast 
Of ghastlie Tartarus, because he beares 
Of strength- sustayning youth, the flaming yeares 
AndI, but yesterday produc’ ttolight 
By which, tt fell into his owne fre sight 
That], inno similitudeapper'd 
Of powreto be the forcer of a Herde. 
And crediteme(O Father, since the Grace 
Of that name, in your stile, you please to place) 
Idravenothomehis Oxen, nonor preast 
Past mine owne threshold, fortis manifest, 
Ireverence, with my soule, theSunn, andall 
The knowing dwellers, i this heavenly Hall 
Loveyou, observetheleast and tismost cleare 
In your owneknowledge, that my Merits beare 
Noleast guiltofhisblame Toall which, I, 
Dareadde, heavens great oath, boldly swearing by 
All these so well-built Entries of the Blest 
And therefore when] saw my selfeso prest 
Withhisreproches, I confesseI burn’d 
Inmy pure gall, andharshrepliereturn'd 
Addeyour aid to your Y onger then, and free 
Thescruple fixt in Phebus Jelousie 

This said, he winckt upon his Sire, and still 
His swath-bands, held beneath his arme, no Will 
Discernd 1n him, to hide, but have them showne 

Jovelaught aloud at his Ingenious Sonne, 
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Quitting himselfe with Art, so likely wrought, 

As showd n his heart, not arapinous thought. 

Commanding Both, to beareattoned mindes 

And seeke out th’ Oxen, In whichserch he bindes 

Hermes to play the Guide, and show the Sunn 

(All grudge exilde} the Shrowd to which he wunn 

His fayre-eydOxen Then, his forehead bow’d 

For signe it must beso, and Hermes show’ d 

His freeobedience Sosoone, heenclin’d 

Tohis perswasion, and command, his minde. 
Now then, Joves Jarring Sonnes, no longer stood, 

But sandte Pylos, and th’ Alphean flood 

Reacht instantly, and madeas quicka fall 

On those rich-feeding fields, and loftie stall 

Where Phebus Oxen, Hermes safeliekept, 

Drivenin, bynight Whensodainely hestept 

Upto thestonie Cave, and into light 

Drave forth the Oxen. Phebus at first sight 

Knew them thesame and saw apart dispread 

Uponahigh-rats'drock, the hydesnew flead 

Of th’Oxensacrifis d Then Phabus said, 

O thou in craftie counsailes undisplaid! 

How couldst thou cut the throtes, and cast to Earth 

Two such huge Oxen? being so younga birth, 

AndamereInfant?]admure thy force 

And will, behindethy back Butthis swift course 

Of growing into strength, thou hadst not need 

Continueany long Date, Othouseed 

Ofhonor’d Masa! Hermes, (to shew how 

Hedid those Deedes) did forthwith cutand bow 
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Strong Osters in soft folds, and strappl'd strait 

One of hishugest Oxen all his weight 

Lay’ng prostrate on the earth, at Phabus feet. 

Allhis foure cloven hoves, easly made to greete 
Each other upwards, all, together brought. 

Inall which bands yet, all the Beasts powres wrought 
Tortse, and stand, whenall the Herd about 
Themighty Hermes, rusht in, to help out 

Their fellow from his fetters, Phebus view 

Ofall this, up to Admuration drew 

Even his high forces’ And sternelookes he threw } 
At Hermes for his Herds wrong, and the place 
Towhich he had retir'd them, being in grace 

And frurtfull riches of 1t, so entire 

Allwhich, set all his force, on envious fire. 

All whose heat, flew out of his eyes in flames. 
Which faine he would have hidd, to hidethe shames 
Ofhisill govern’dpassions But with ease 

Hermes could calmethem, andhishumors please 
Stull at his pleasure, were hene'reso great 

In force, and fortitude, and high in heat. 

Inall which, he his Lute tooke, and assaid 

ASong upon him, and so strangely plaid, 

That from his hand, aravishing horror flew.’ 
Which Phebus, into laughter turn’d, and grew 
Pleasant past measure Tunessoartfull clere 
Strooke even his heart-strings, & his minde, made heare. 
His Luteso powerfull was, in forcing love, 

(Ashis hand rul’dit) that from him tt drove 

All feareof Phebus; yethe gave him still 
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Theupper hand, and(toadvance his skill) 
Toutmost Miracle, he plaid sometimes, 
Single awhile, In which, whenall the Clymes 
Of rapture he had reacht,(to make theSunn 
Admure enough) O then, his voice would runn 
Such points upon his play, and didso move, 
They tooke Apollo Prisoner to his love 
And now the deathlesse Gods, and deathfull Earth 
Hesung, beginning, at their eithers Birth, 
To full extent of all thet Emperte. 
And, first, the honor to Mnemosyne 
(The Muses Mother) of all Goddesse states 
Hegave, even forc’t too’ t, by the equall fates 
And then(as:t did in Prioritie fall 
Of Age, and Birth) Hecelebrated All 
And withsuch Elegance, and Order sung, 
(His Lutestill toucht, to stick more off his tongue) 
That Phebus heart, with infinite love, he eate 
Who therefore thus, did his Deserts entreate. 
Master of Sacrifice! chiefe soule of feast? 
Patient of all panes? Artizan so blest, 
Thatall things thou canst doe, in any One. 
Worth fiftre Oxen1s th Invention 
OfthisoneLute We both, shall now, Ihope, 
In firme peace, worke, toall our wishes scope 
Informe me, (thou that every way canst winde, 
And turneto Act, all wishes of thy minde) 
Together with thy birth, cameall thy skill? 
Or did some God, or God-like man instill 
This heavenly song to thee? Methinks Iheare 
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Anew voice, suchas never yet camenere 

The brest of any, either Man, or God, 

Till in thee, 1thad Prime, and Period 

What Art? what Muse? that medcine can produce 
For cares most curelesse? what inveterateuse, : 

Or practise of a virtueso profuse, 

(Which three, doeall the contribution keepe 
That Joy, or Loveconferrs, or pleasing Sleepe) 
Taught thee the soveraigne facture of themall? 
I, of the Muses, am the caputall 

Consort, or follower (and to these belong 

The grace of dance, all worthte wates of song, 
Andever-florishing verse the delicateSet 
Andsound of Instruments )Butnever yet 
Didany thing so muchaffect my minde 

With joy, and care to compasse, as this kinde 
OfSongandPlay that for thespritely feast 

Of florishing assemblies, are the best 
Andaptestworks, thatever Worth gave Act 

My powres withadmuration stand distract, 
Toheare, with what ahandtomakeinlove, 
Thourul'stthy Lute, And(though thy yongsthowres move 
Atfullart, inouldcounsailes HereI vow 

(Even by this Cornell Dart, Iuse to throw) 
Tothee, andto thy Mother, I’lemakethee 
Amongst the Gods, of glorious degree 

Guide of Mens waies, and Theirs And will impart 
Tothee, themightie Imperatorte Art 
Bestowerich gifts on thee, andin theend 

Never deceive thee. Hermes(asa friend 
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That wrought on all advantage; and made gaine 

His Capital object) thus did entertaine 

Phebus Apollo: Doe thy Dignities 

(Farr-working God, and circularlie wise) 

Demand my vertues? without enviel 

Will teach thee to ascend my facultie. 

And this Day thou shalt reach t, finding me, 

In Actsand Counsailes, all wates kindeto thee, 

Asonethatall things knows, And first tak’ st seat 

Amongst th’Immortalls, being good, and great. 

And therefore to Joves love, mak’ st freeaccesse, 

Even out of hisaccomplisht Holinesse 

Great gifts, he likewise gives thee, who(fame sates) 

Hast wunn thy greatnesse, byhiswill his wases, 

By him know’ stall the powers Prophettcall 

(O thou farr-worker) and the fates of all 

Yea, andI know theerich, yetaptto learne: 

Andeventhy Wish, dost but discerne, and earne 

And since thy soule, so burns to know the way 

Toplay and singasI doe sing, andplay 

Play, and perfectionin thy play employ, 

And be thy care, to learne things good, thy Joy. 

Take thou my Lute(My Love)and givethoume, 

The glorie of so great a facultte 

This sweet-tun’d consort, held but in thy hand, 

Sing, and perfection in thy song command. 

For thou, alreadie, hast the way to speake 

Fayrely, and elegantly, and to breake 

All eloquence into thy utterd minde 

One gift from heaven found, may another finde, 
Vi ii 
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Usethen, securely, this thy gift, and goe 

To feasts, and dances, that enamour so, 

And to that covetous sport of getting glory, 
That Day, nor Night, will suffer to be sory 
Whoever, does but say, in verse, sings stall. 
Which he that can, of any other skill 

Is capable; so he be taught by Art, 

And wisedome, and can speake, at every part 
Things pleasing to an understanding Minde 
And suchaone, that seekesthis Lute, shall finde. 
Him still it teaches easely, though he plates 
Soft voluntartes onely, andassates 

As wanton, as thesports of childrenare. 
And (even when heaspires to singular 

Inall the Mast’ries he shall play or sing) 
Findes the whole worke, butan unhappiething | 
He(Isay)sure, shall of this Lute be King. 
Buthe, whoever, rudely sets upon, 

Of this Lutes skill, th’Inquest, or Question, 
Never soardently, and anorilte, 

Without theaptnesse, and habilitie 

Of Art, and Naturefitting never shall 
Aspireto this, but utter triviall 
Andidleaccents, thoughsungne’resolowd, 
And never socommended of the Crowde. 
But theeI know(O Eminent Sonne of Jove) 
The fiery Learner, of what ever Love 

Hath sharpn’d thy affections to achive. 

And thee, I give this Lute, let us now live 
Feeding upon the Hill-and-horse-fed Earth 
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Our never-handled Oxen. whose deare Birth 
(Their femalls fellowd with ther Males) let flowe 
Instore enough hereafter, nor must you 
(How-ever-cunning hearted your witsare) 
Boileinyour Gall, a Grudge too circulare. 

Thus gave he him his Lute, which heembrac’t, 
And gaveagaine, a Gode, whose bright head cast 
Beames like the light forth, leaving to his care 
HisOxens keeping Which, with joy full fare, 
Hetookeon hum. The Lute Apollo tooke 
Into his left hand, and aloft he shooke 
Delightsomesounds up, to which God did sing 

Then were the Oxen, to their endlesse Spring 
Turn’d, and Joves Two illustr’ ous Off-springs flew 
Upto Olympus, where it ever snew, 

Delighted with their Lutes soundall the way. 
Whom Jove, much yor'dto see, and endlesse stay 
Gave to their knot of friendship From which date, 
Hermes gave Phebus, an eternall state 
Inhisaffection whosesurepledgeand signe 

His Lute was, and the Doctrine so divine, 

Jointly conferdonhim Whichwell might be 
TrueSymbole of his Loves simplicitie. 

Onth’other part; Apollo, in his friend 
Form’dth’ Art of Wisedome; tothe binding end 
Of his vow’ d friendship, and (for further meede) 
Gave him the farr-heard fistularre Reede 

Forall these forms of friendship, Phebus yet 
Feard that both forme, and substance werenot mett 
In Mercurse’s intentions: and, in plaine, 
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Said, (since he saw him, borneto craft and gaine; 
And that Joves will had hum the honor done, 
Tochangeat his will, the possession 
Of other Gods) he fear’d his breach of vowes, 
In stealing both his Lute, and cunning Bowes. ' 
And therefore wisht, that what the Gods affect, 
Himselfe would witnesse; and to his request 
His head Bow; swearing by th Impetuous flood 
Of Styx, that of his whole possessions, nota Good 
He would diminish, but therein maintaine 
The full content, 1n which his Minde did raigne 
And then did Mata’s Sonne, his fore-head bow 
Making, byall thathe desir’d, his vow 
Never toprey moreuponany Thing, 
In just possession of the farr-shot King, 
Nor everto comeneare, a House of his 

Latontan Phebus, bowd his Brow to this, 
With his like promise, say'ng, Notany One 
Ofall the Gods, norany Man, that, Sonne 
Is to Saturnius, 1ismore deareto me, 
Moretrusted, nor more honord, 1s then thee 
Which, yet, with greater Gifts of Deitie, 
In futurel’leconfirme, and give thy state 
ARodd that riches shall accumulate, 
Norleavethe bearer, thrall to Death, or fate 
Orany sicknesse. All of Gold t1s, 
Three-leav’d; and full of all felicities 
And this shall be thy Guardian, this shall give 
The Gods to thee, inall the truth they live. 
And finally, shall this the Tutresse be 
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Ofall the words, and workes, informing me 
From Joves high counsailes, making knowneto thee 
Allmy instructions. But to Propheste 

(Obest of Joves belov’d)and that high skill; 
Which to obtaine, lies burning in thy will, 
Nor thee, nor any God, will Fate let learne 
Onely Joves minde, hath insight to discerne 
What that mporteth, yetamIallowd 

(My knowne faith trusted, and my forhead bowd, 
Our great Oath taken, toresolvetonone 

Ofall th’ Immortalls, the restriction 

Of that deepe knowledge) of1t All, the Minde. 
Since then 1t sits, in such fast bounds confinde, 
(OBrother) when the Golden roddisheld 
Inthy strong hand, seekenottohavereveal’d 
Any sure fate, that Jove will have conceald. 

Forno man shall, byknow’ng, preventhuis fate, 
And therefore will [hold, in my free state 

The powre, to hurtandhelpe, what man! will, 
Ofall the greatest, or least toucht with ill; 
That walke within the Circle of mune eye; 
Inall the Tribes, and Sexes, it shall trye. 

Yet, truely, any man shall have his will 
Toreape the frustes of my Prophetique skill; 
Whoever seekesit, bythe voice, or wing 
Of Birds, borne ke such events to sing, 

Nor willl falsly, nor with fallactes 

Infringe the truth, on which his faith relies; 

But hethat Truths, in chattering plumes would finde, 
(Quite opposite to them, that prompt my Minde, ) 
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And learne by naturall forgers of vainelyes, 
Themore-then-ever-certaine Deities, 
That man shall Sea-waiestred, that leaveno Tracts, 
And false, orno gurde finde, forall his facts 
And yet will, his Giftsacceptas well 
Ashis, to whom, thestmple truth] tell. 

Oneother thing to thee, I'leyet make knowne 
(Maua’s exceedingly renowned sonne 
And Joves; and of the Gods whole session 
Themost ingentousGensus ) There dwell 
Withinacrooked Crannie, ina Dell 
Beneath Parnassus, certaine sisters borne, 
Call’d Parce, whom extreameswift wingsadorme, 
Their Number three, that have upon therr heads 
Whute Barly floure still sprinckled, andaremaids, 
And theseare schoole-Mistresses of things to come, 
Without the giftofProphecie of whom 
(Being but a boy, and keeping Oxen, nere) 
Tlearn’d their skill; though my great Father were 
Careles of it, orthem These flying from home, 
Toothersroofes, and fedd with Hony-come, 
Commandall skill, and(being enraged then) 
Will freely tell the Truths of things to Men. 
Butif they give them not, that Gods sweete meat; 
They thenareapt, to utter their decest, 
And leade Men from ther way, And these will I 
Give thee hereafter, when their scrutinie 
And truth; thou hast both made, and learn’d, and then; 
Please thy selfe with them, and theRaceof men 
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(Walt thouknow any) with thy skill endeare. 
Who will, (besure) afford it greedzeeare, 
And heare:t often, tft prove sincere 

Takethese(O Masa’sSonne)and in thy care, 
BeHorse, andOxen all such Menasare 
Pattent of labour, Lyons, white-tooth’d Bores; 
Masttfs, and flocks, that feede the flowrie shores; 
Andevery foure-foot Beast. all whichshall stand, 
Inaweof thy highImperatory hand 
Bethouto Dis too, sole Ambassador; 
Who(thoughall gifts, and bounties heabhor) 
Ontheehewill bestowe, a wealthte One 

Thus King Apollo, honor’d Masa’s Sonne, 
Withall therightsof friendship all whoselove 
Had Imposition, from the Will of Jove. 

And thus, with Godsand Mortalls Hermes liv'd, 
Who truely helpt but few, butall decetv'd 
Withan undifferencingrespect, and made 
Vatnewords, and false perswastons hts Trade. 
His Deeds, wereall associats of the Night, 
Inwhich, his close wrongs, car'dfornomansRight. 

Soall salutes to Hermes, thatare due, 
Ofwhom, andall Gods, shall my Musesing true, 
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HE FORCE (O MUSE) AND 
FUNCTIONS, NOW, UNFOLD, 
OF CYPRIAN VENUS, GRAC’T 
WITH MINES OF GOLD, 
Who, even in Deities, lights Loves sweet desire; 
Andall Deaths kindes of men, makes kisse her fire. 
All Ayres wing’d Nation, all the Belluine, 
That or theEarth feedes, or the Seas confine. 
Toall whichappertaine, the loveand care 
Of well-crown’d Venusworks Yetthreethereare, 
Whose mundes, she neither can dece1venor move, 
Pallas, the seede of Aigis-bearing-Jove, 
Whostill lives Indevirginate, her eyes 
Being blew, and sparkling like the Sei skies 
Whomall the Gold of Venus, never can 
Tempt to affect her facts, with God or Man. 
She loving strife, and Mars-his working Banes, 
Pitcht fields, and fights, and famous Artizanes, 
Taught earthie men first, all the Arts that are, 
Charrtots, and all the frames vehiculare, 
Chiefely with brasse, arm’d, & adorn’d for - 
Where Venus, onely soft-skinnd wenches fills 
With wanton House-works, and suggests those skills 
Stull to their studies Whom Duananeither, 
That beares the Golden distaff, and together 
Calls Horns, and Hollows, and the cries of Houndes; 
Andownes the Epithete of loving sounds 
For thesr sakes; springing from such spritely sports, 
Can catch with her kinde Lures. But hill resorts 
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Towilde-Beasts slaughters, accents farr-off heard 
Of Harps, and Dances, and of woods unsheard 
The sacred shades she loves. yet likesas well 

Citties where good men, and their off-spring dwell. 
Thethird, whom her kinde Passions nothing please, 
Is Virgine Vesta, whom Saturntdes 

Made reverend with hiscounsailes when his Sire 
That advers counsailesagitates, lifes fire 

Had kindled in her, being his last begot. 

Whom Neptune wow’ d, to knit with him theknot 
Ofhonord Nuptualls, and Apollo too, 

Which, with much vehemence, sherefus dto doe, 
AndsterneRepulses, putupon them both. 

Adding toall her vows, the Gods great Oath, 

And touching Joves chynn, (which must consummate 
All vowsso bound) that she would hold her state, 
And be th’Invincible Maid of Deities 

Throughall her dates dates For Saturnsdes 

Gave hera faire gift, inher Nuptualls stedd, 
Tositin midst of his house, and be fedd 

Withall the free, andrichest feast of Heaven 

Inall the Temples of the Gods being given 

The prise of honor. Notamortall Man, 

(That either of the powrs Olymptan 

His half-birth having, may besatd to be 

Amortall of the Gods, or elsethat he 

(Deities wills doings) 1s of Deitie) 

But gives her honor, of theamplest kinde. 

Ofall these Three, can Venus, nota Minde 
Decetve, or set on forces to reflect 
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Ofall powrsels yet, notasex, nor sect, 

Flies Venus, exther of the blessed Gods; 

Or Men, confin’de1n mortall Periods, 

But even the Minde of Jove, she doth seduce, 
That chides with Thunder so, her lawlesse use 
In humane Creatures, and by lotis given 

Ofall, mosthonor, bothin Earth, and Heaven. 
And yet even hisall-wise, andmightie Minde, 
She, when she lists, can forgeaffectes to blinde, 
And mixe with mortall Dames, his Deitie 
Conceald, atall parts, from the jelouseye 

Of Juno, who was both hus sister borne, 

And madehis wife, whom beautte did adorne 
Pastall the Bevie of rmmortall Dames, 

And whose so chiefely-glorified Flames 
Crosse-counsatlde Saturne got, and Rheabore, 
And Joves pure counsailes, (being Conqueror) 
His wife made of his sister I, and more, 

Cast such an amorous fire into her minde 
Asmade her (like him) with the Mortall kinde 
Meeteinunmeete bedd, using utmost haste, 
Lest sheshould know, that heliv’dso unchaste, 
Before her selfe, felt that fault 1n her heart, 
And gave her tongue, tooyust edge of Desert 
Totaxhislightnes With this End, beside, 
Lest laughter-studying Venus, should deride 
The Gods more then the Goddesses, and say 
That shee the Gods commuxt namorous play, 
With mortall Dames, begetting mortall seede 
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T’Immortall sires, and not make Goddesses breede 


The like with mortall Fathers. But t’acquite 
Both Gods and Goddesses of her despite, 
Jovetooke(evenin her selfe) on him, her powre, 
And madeher witha mortall Paramoure 

Useas deform’damuxture, astherest, 
Kindlingakindeaffection m her brest 

To God-like-limm'd Anchises, ashe kept 

On Idas-top-on-top-to-heavens-Pole heapt, 
Amongst the manie fountaines there, hisHerd, 
For after his brave Person had apper’de 

Toher bright eye, her heart flew all on fire, 
And(toamaze)she burn’d in his desire 

Flew strait to Cyprus, to her odorous Phane 
And Altars, thatthe people Paphrane 
Advanc'ttoher Where, (sooneasentred) shee 
The shyning gates shut, and the Graces three 
Washt, and with Oiles of everlasting sent, 
Bath’d, as became, her deathlesselyneament 
Then her Ambrosian Mantlesheassum d, 
Withrichand odoriferous Ayres perfum 'd, 
Which being put on, andall her Trumms beside 
Fayre, and withall allurements amplified, 

The All-of-Gold-made-laughter-loving Dame, 
Left odorous Cyprus, and for Troy became 

A swift Contendresse, her Passe cutting All 
Along the cloudes, and made her instant fall 
On fountfull Ida, that her Mother-Brests 
Givesto the Preyfull broode, of savage Beasts 
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And through the Hull she went, the readie way 

T’ Anchses Oxstall, where did fawneand play 

About her blessed feet, Wolves grislie-gray; 

Terrble Lyons, many a MankindeBeare, 

And Lybberds swift, insatiate ofredDeare. 

Whose sight so pleas'd, that ever as she past 

Through every Beast, akindely Loveshecast: 

That m their Denns-obscut’d withshadowesdeepe, 

Madeall, distinguisht, in kinde Couples, sleepe. 
Andnowshereacht therich Pavilion 

Of the Heroe, In whom heavens had showne 

A fayreand goodly Composition 

And whom shen his Oxstall found, alone, 

His Oxen feeding in fat Pastures, by, 

Hewalkingup, and downe, sounds clere, andhye, 

From hisharp striking Then, before him, shee 

Stood likea Virgine, that invinciblie 

Had borneher beauttes, yet alluringly 

Bearing her person, lesthisravisht eye 

Should chancet’affect him, witha stupid feare 

Anchises seeing her, all his senses were 

With wonder stricken, and high-taken-heed’s 

Both of her forme, brave stature, and rich weedes 

For, fora vaile, she shin’dinan Attire 

That casta radiance, past the Ray of fire. 

Beneath which, wore she guirt to her, aGowne 

Wroughtall with growing-rose-budds, reaching downe 

T’ her slender smalls, which buskinns did divine, 

Suchas taught Thets silver Feeteto shine. 

Her soft white neck, rich Carquenetsembrac’t, 
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Bright, and with gold, mall variety grac’t; 
That, to her brests(let downe) lay thereand shone, 
Asather joyful full, the rising Moone 

Her sight show’d muracles. Anchises Heart, 
Lovetooke into hishand, and made him part 
With these high Salutations, Joy, (O Queene?) 
Whoever of theBlest, thy beauties beene, 
That light these Entries! Or the Deitie 

That Darts aftecteth, or that gave the eye 

Of Heaven, his heat and Luster! Or that moves 
The hearts of all, with all-commanding Loves? 
Or generous Themts? Or the blew-eyd Maid? 
Or ofthe Graces, any that are laid 

Withall the Gods, in comparable skales? 
Andwhom Fame, up toImmortalitie calles? 
Orany of the Nymphs, that unshorne Groves, 
Or that this fayre Hill-habitation loves? 

Or valleys, flowing with earths fattest Goods? 
OrFountaines, pouring forth, eternall floods? 
Say, which, ofall thouart, thatin some place 
Of circular prospect, for thine eyes deare grace 
Imayan Altar build, andto thy Powres 

Make sacredall the yeares devoted Howtes, 
With consecrations sweet, and oppulent 
Assur’ d whereof, be thy benigne Minde bent 
Tothesewisht blessings of me, giveme parts 
Of chiefe attraction in Trojan hearts 

Andafter, givemetherefulgencie 

Of most renownd, and rich Posteritie; 

Long, and free life; and Heavens sweet lightas long, 
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The peoples blessings; anda health so strong, 
That no disease, it let my life engage, 
Till th’urmost lumut, ofahumane Age. 

Tothis, Jowsseede, thisanswer gaveagaine, 
Anchises? happiest of the humane stramne? 
IamnoGoddesse why, athrall to Death 
Think’ st thou like those, that mmortality breath? 
Awoman broughtme forth, my Fathers Name 
Was Otreus(Ifever his high fame 
Thineeares have witnest for he governdall 
The Phrygian State whose every Towne, awall 
Impregnableembrac’t Your tongue, (you heare) 
Ispeakeso well, thatin my natural spheare 
(AsI pretend) It must have taken prime 
Awoman likewise, of the Trojan clime 
Tooke of me, inher house, the Nurses care 
From my deare Mothers Bosome, and thusare 
My words of equall accent, with your owne 
How, here, Icome,(to make thereason knowne) 
Arprctdes, that beares the GoldenRod 
Transferd me forciblie from my Abod 
Made with the Maiden Traine, of her that jotes 
In Golden shafts, and lovesso well thenotse 
Of Hounds, & Hunters (Heavens pure-living powre) 
Wheremany aNymph, and maid of mighty Dowre, 
Chast sportsemploid All circkl’dwitha Crowne 
Of infinite Multitude, to seeso showne 
Our maiden Pastimes Yet fromall the Fayre 
Of this so forceful concourse, up Ayre 
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The Golden-Rodd-sustainmg-Arpus Guide, 
Rapt mein sight ofall, andmademeride 

Along theCloudswith him, enforcing me 
Through many a labour of Mortalitie 

Through many an unbuilt Region; anda rude, 
Wheresavage Beasts, devour’d Preys warme, andcrude, 
And wouldnot let my feares, take onefootstred 
On her by whom, areall Lives comforted, 

But said, my Maiden State, must grace theBed 
OfKing Anchises And bring forthto thee 
Issueas faire, as of divine Degree 

Whichsaid, and showing me thy moving Grace, 
Away flew he up, toth'Immortall Race 
AndthuscameItothee Necessitie 

With her steele stings, compelling met applie 
Toher high Powre, my will But Youmust, I 
Implore by Joveandall thereverence due, 
Toyour deare Parents, who(1n bearing you) 

Can beareno meanesaile, leademehometothem 
Anuntoucht Maid being brought up in th extreme 
Of much too cold simplicitie, to know 

The fiery cunnings, thatin Venus glow 

Show meto them then, and thy Brothers borne 
Ishall appearenone, that, parts disadome, 

But such aswell may serve, a Brothers wife, 

And show them now, even tomy future life, 
Ifsuch, orno, my Present, will extend 

To Horse-Breede-vary’ng Phrygta, likewisesend 
T Informe my Sireand Mother of my State, 
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That live forme, extreame disconsolate 

Who Gold enough, and well-woven weedes will give 

All whoserich Gifts, inmy Amendsreceive. 

All this perform’ d; adde celebration then 

OfhonordNuptualls, that by God and Men 

Areheldinreverence. All this while she said, 

Into his bosome, jointly, she convaid 

The fires of love, when (all enamourd) He 

Inthesetermsanswered If Mortalitie 

Confine thy Fortunes, anda woman were 

Mother tothoseattractions that appeare 

Inthyadmur'’d forme, thy great Father given 

High Name of Otreus, and the Spie of Heaven 

(Immortal! Mercurie) th’ enforce-full cause 

That made thee lose the Prize of that applause, 

That modestie, mmmaculate Virgines gives 

My wifethou shalt becall'd, through both our lives 

Nor shall the powrs of Men, nor Gods withhold 

My fiery resolution, to enfold 

Thy bosomein minearmes, which hereI vow 

To firme performance, past delay, and Now 

Nor(should Apollo with his silver Bow 

Shootemeto instant death) would I forbeare 

Todoeadeede, so full of cause so deare 

For witha Heaven-sweet woman, I willly, 

Though strait] stoope the house of Dis, and die. 
This said, hetooke her hand, and she tooke way 

With him, her bright eyescasting round, whose stay 

She stuck upona bed, that was before 

Made forthe King, and wealthte coverings wote, 
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On which, Beares Hydes, and bigg-voic't Lyonslay, 
WhosePreyfull lives, the King had made his Prey, 
Hunting th’Idalian Hills This Bed when they 
Had bothascended, first he tooke from her 
The fierte weede, that was her utmost weare. 
Unbutto’nd her next rosie Robe, and los’d 
The Gyrdle, that her slender wast enclos’d. 
Unlac’t her buskinns, all her Jewellrie 
Tooke from her neck, and brests, andall lay’dby, 
Upona Golden-studded Chaire of State 
Th’ Amaze ofall which, beingremov'd even Fate, 
And counsaile of the equall Gods gave way 
Tothis, that witha Deathlesse Goddesse lay 
Adeathfull Man since, what hisloveassum’d, 
Not with his conscious knowledge, was presum’d 
Now when the shepherds, and the Herdsmen, all; 
Turnd from their flowrte Pasture, to their Stall, 
Withall their Oxen, fat, and frolick sheepe, 
Venus, nto Anchises, castasleepe, 
Sweet, and profound, while, with her ownehands now) 
With her rich weeds, she did her selfe indow. 
But so distinguisht, that he cleremight know 
Hishappte Glories, Then (to her desire 
Her heavenly Person, putin Trimms entire) 
Shee by the bed stood, of the well-built Stall, 
Advanc’t her head, to State Celestiall, 
And inher cheekes, arose the radiant hew 
Ofrich-cround Venus, toapparant view. 
And then sherous’d him from his rest, and said, 
Up(my Dardanides) forsake thy bed. 
Vina 
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What pleasure, lateemploid, letts Humor steepe 
Thy lidds, in this inexcitablesleepe? 
Wake, and now say, If Tappeareto thee 
Like her, that first, thine eyes conceited me. 

This started him from sleepe, though deepe, and deare, 
And passing promptlte, he enjoy'dhiseare. 
But when his eyesaw Venusneck, andeyes, 
Whose beauties could not beare the Counterprise 
Ofanyother downehisowne eyes fell, 
Which pallid feare, did from her view repell: 
And madehim, witha maine respect beside, 
Turne his whole person from her state, and hide 
(With histich weedeappos'd)hisroyall face, 
These wing’d words using, When, at first, thy Grace, 
Mineeyes gave entertainment, well I knew 
Thy state was Desfied: but thoutold’stnot true, 
Andthereforelet me pray thee, (by thy Love 
Bornetothy Father, Algs-bearing Jove) 
That thou wiltnever let melivetobe 
Anabyect, after so divine degree 
Taken1n fortune, but takeruthonme. 
Forany Man that witha Goddesse lies, 
Of interest in immortalities, 
Isneverlongliv'd. Shereplied, Forbeare 
(Ohapptest of Mortall Men) this feare 
Andrestassur'd, that(not for me, at least) 
Thy least ills feare fits, nonor for therest 
Ofall the Blessed; for thouart their friend, 
And so farr from sustaining instant end; 
That to thy long-enlarg’d life, there shall spring 
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Amongst the Trojans, a deare Sonne, and King; 
Towhom shall manyaSonne, and Sonnes Sonne rise 
Ineverlasting-great Posterities 

His Name Aineas therein keeping life, 

For ever, inmy much-concerpted griefe; 

That I (immortall) fell into the bed 

Of onewhose blood, Mortality must shed. 

Butrest thoucomforted, andall theRace 

That Troy shall propagate, in this high grace, 

That, pastall Races else, the Gods stand nere 

Your glorious Nation, for the formes ye beare 

And Natures so ingenuous, and sincere 

For which, the great in counsasles( Jupiter) 

Your Gold-lockt Ganymedes did transfer 

(In rapture farr from mens depressed fates ) 

Tomake him Consort with our Deified states, 

And skalethe Tops of the Saturnian skies, 

Hewasso meerea Marveilein their eyes 

And therefore froma Bolle of Goldhefills 

Redd Nectar, that therude distension kills 

Of windes that in your humanestomacks breede 

But then did Languor, onthe Liver feede SAnotos 
Of Tros(his Father) that was King of Troy; a 
Andever didhismemorte employ 

With losse of his deare bewtieso bereven; 

Though witha sacred whirlewinde, rapt to heaven 
But Jove (an pittie of him ) saw him given 

Good compensation, sending by Heavens Spye, 
Whate-swift-hov'd Horse, that Immortality 

Had made firme spirrited, and had (beside) 
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Hermes to see his Ambasste supplied 
Withthis vow'dBountte (usingall at large 
That his unaltered counsatles gave in charge) 
That he himselfe, should Immortality breath, 
Expertof Age, and Woe, aswell as Death. 

This Ambasste exprest, hemourn'dnomore, 
But up, withall his inmost minde he bore; 
Joying thathe, upon hisswift-hov dHorse, 
Should be sustain’dinan eternall course 

So did the golden-thron’de Aurora, raise 
Into her Lap, another that the praise 
OfanImmortall fashion, hadin Fame, 

And of your Nation, borethe Noble Name 

(His Title Tython) who, not pleas’d with her, 
Asshehislovely Person, did transfer, 
(Tosattsfiehim) she badaske of Jove, 

The GiftofanImmortall forher Love 

Jove gave, and bound it with his bowed Brow, 
Performing to the utmost point, his vow 

Foole that shewas, that would her love engage, 
Andnot, aslongaske, from the Bane of Age, 
Thesweet exemption, and Youths endlesse flowre. 
Of which, as long, as both thegraceand powre 

His person entertainde, she lov'dthe Man, 

And (at the fluents of the Ocean 

NereEarths extreame bounds) dwelt with him, but when 
(According to the course of aged Men) 

On his faire head, andhonorable Beard, 

Hisfirst gray hayres, toher light eyes apperd, 
Sheleft his bed, yet gave him stull, for food 
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The Gods Ambrosia, and attireas good. 

Tull, even the hate of Age, cameonso fast 
Thatnotalyneament of his wasgrac’t 

With powre of Motion; nor did still sustaine 
(Muchlesse) the Vigor had, t’advancea vane; 
The virtue lost, mn eachexhaustedlimm, 

That, (at his wish) before would answer him, 
All Powrs so quite decaid, that when he spake, 
His voice, no perceptibleaccent brake 

Her counsaile, then, thought best, to striveno more, 
But lay him inhisbed, and lock his Dore 
SuchanImmortall, wouldnotI wishthee, 
T’extendall dates so, to Eternitte. 

But if, asnow, thoucouldst performe thy course 
In Grace of Forme, andall corporeal force 
Toaneternall Date, Thouthen should’ st beare 
My Husbands worthie Name, andnota Teare, 
ShouldIneede raine, for thy deserts declinde, 
From my All-clouded bitternesse of minde 
Butnow, thesterne storme of relentlesse Age 
Will quickly circkle thee, that wastes t’engage 
All Menalike, even Lothsomnesse, and Bane 
Attending with it, every humane wane 
WhicheventheGodshate SuchaPenanceltes 
Impos’don fleshand bloods mnfirmuttes, 
WhichI my selfe must taste, in great degree, 
And dateasendlesse, for consorting thee. 

All theImmortalls, with my opprobrie 

Are full, by this time, on their Hearts sollte, 
(Evento the sting of Feare) my cunningsus d, 
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And wiving conversations infus'd, 

Into the bosomes of the best of them, 
Withwomen, that the fraileand mortall stream 
Dothdarlyravish All chislong sincedone 
Whuichnow, nomore but with effusion 

Of teares, Imust in Heaven, somuchasname: 
Thaveso forfaited, in this, my Fame, 

Andam umpos'd, paineof so greata kinde 
Forsomuch erring, froma Goddesse Minde. 
For] have put beneath my Gyrdlehere, 
ASonne, whose sire, the humane mortall sphere 
GivesCircumscription But when first thelight 
Hiseyes shall comfort, Nymphs that hant the height, | 
OfHulls, and Brests have, of most deeperecett, 
Shall be his Nurses who nhabitnow 

AH of so vast, and divineaBrow, 

As Man, nor God, can comeat their Retreates., 
Wholivelong lives, and eat immortall Meates; 
AndwithImmortalls, mthe exercise 

Of comely Dances, dare contend, andrise 

Into high Question, which deserves the Prise 
Thelight Silent, mixin love with These, 

And ofall Spies, the Prince Argecides 

In well-trymmd Caves, their secret meetings made 
Andwith the lives of these, doth Ife invade 
Orodorousfirre Trees, or high-forheaded Okes, 
Together taking their begetting strokes, 

And havetherr livesand deaths, of equall Dates,\ 
Trees bearing lovely, and Delightsome states; 
Whom Earth first feedes, that Men umtiates. 
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On her high Hills, she doth their states sustaine, 
And they, ther owne heights, ratseas high againe. 
Their Growghts together made, Nymphs call their Groves, 
Vowdtoth’Immortalls services, and loves. 
Which mens steeles therefore touch not, but let grow. 
But when wise Fates, times for their fadingsknow, 
The faire Trees still, before the fatre Nymphs die, 
TheBark about them, growne corrupt, and drie, 
Andall their boughs(falne) yeeldto Barth her right, 
And then the Nymphslives, leave the lovely Light. 
And these Nymphs, inthesr Caves, shall nursemy Son, 
Whom (wheninhim, Youths first grace 1s begun) 
The Nymphs, his Nurses, shall present to thee, 
And shew thee what a Birth, thou hast by Me. 
And(sureas now] tell theeall these things) 
Whenearth, hathcloth’dher plants, in five faire springs, 
My selfewill makereturne, to thisRetreate, 
And bring that Flowre of thy enamour’ dheate; 
Whom when thou then seest, Joy shall fire thine eyes; 
Heshall so well Present the Detties. 
Andtheninto thine ownecare take thy Sonne; 
From his calme seat, to windiellion 
Where, tf strickt question, be upon thee past, 
Asking what Mother, bore beneath her wast 
So dearea Sonne, answer, as lafford 
Fitadmonition, nor forgetaword, 
They saya Nymph, call’d Calucoptdes, 
That 1s with others, an nhabitresse 
On this thy wood-crownd Hill, a 
That she, his life gave. But if thou declare 
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The Secrets, truth, and artso mad to dare 
(In glory of thy fortunes) to approve, 
Thatrich-crownd Venus, mixt with theein love; 
Jove (fir'd with my aspersion, so dispred) 
Will, withawreakefull lightning, dart thee dead. 
All, now, istold thee, comprehend t All 
Be Master of thy selfe, and doenot call 
My Namein question, but, withreverence vow 
ToDestiesangers, all theawe, yeowe 
This said, sheereacht Heaven, whereayresever flowe, ) 
Andso(O Goddesse) ever honord be 
In thy so OdorousCyprian Emperie, 
My Muse, affecting first, thy Fame to raise, 


Shall make Transcenston now, to others Praise 
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TO THE SAME 


HE REVEREND RICH-CROWND, 
AND FAIRE QUEENE, I SING, 
(VENUS) THAT OWES IN FATE 
THE FORTRESSING, 

Ofall Marttimall Cyprus Wherethe force 

Of gentle-breathing Zephire sterde her Course 

Along the waves of theresounding Sea, 

While, yet, unborne, in that soft fome she late 

That brought her forth, whom those faire Howrs that beare 

The Golden-bridles, joyfully stood nere, 

Tooke up into their armes, and put on her 

Weed’s ofanever-corruptible weare 

On her tmmortall head, a Crownethey plac't, 

Elaborate, and withall the beauties grac’t 

That Goldcouldgivert Ofaweightso great, 

That, to1mpose, and take off, ithad set 

Three Handles ont, made for endlesse hold, 

Of shyning Brasse, and all adorn'd with Gold. 

Her soft neck, all with Carquenets was grac't, 

That stoop't, and both her silver brests embrac t, 

Which even the Howrs themselves weare1n resort, 

To Derties Dances, and her Fathers Court. 

Grac tatall parts, they brought to Heaven her graces, 

Whose first sight seene, all fell unto embraces, 

Hugg’d her white hands, saluted, wishing, all, 

To weare her Maiden Flowre1n festival 

Ofsacred Hymen andtoleadeherhome. 

All, toall admiration, overcome 

Vio 
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With Cytherea, with the violet Crowne. 
So, to the black-Browd-sweet-spoke, All Renowne, 
Preparemy Song, and giveme, intheend, 
The victory, to whose Palme, all contend. 
Soshallmy Muse, foreverhonourthee, 
And (for thy sake) thy faire Posteritie. 


BACCHUS, OR THE PYRATS 


F DIONYSUS (NOBLE SEMELES 
SON) 
I NOW INTEND TO RENDER 

MENTION 
Asonapromunentshore, his personshone, 
Liketoa Youth, whose flowre was newly blone. 
Bright azure Tresses, plaid about his head, 
And on his bright brode shoulders, was dispred 
A purple Mantle Straithe was descride 
By certaine Manly Pyrats, that applide 
Their utmost speede to prise him, being abord 
Awell-built Barck, about whose brode sides ror’d 
The wine-black Tyrrhene Billows Deathasblack 
Brought them upon hum, in their future wrack 
For sooneas they had purchast but his view, 
Mutuall signes past them, and ashore they flew 
Tookehim, and brought him, instantly aborde, 
Soothing their Hopes, to have obtain'’da Horde 
Of riches with him, anda Jove-kept King 
TosuchaFlowre, mustneedes benaturall spring 
And therefore-strait, strong Fetters they must fetch, 
Tomakehim sure Butnosuchstrength wouldstretch, 
Tohisconstrain’dPowrs Farr flew all their Bands 
From any least force, done his feet, or hands, 
But he sate casting smiles, from his black eyes 
Atall therr worst Atwhich Discoveries 
Made by the Master hedid thus dehort 
All his Associats, Wretches? Of what sort, 
Hold yethe Person, yeassate to binde? 
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Nay, which ofall, the Powrefully-divin'de 

Esteemeye him? whose worth yeelds so much weight 

That, notour well-built Barck, will beare his freight. 

Or Jove htmselfe he 1s, Or he that beares 

Thesilver Bowe, Or Neptune Norappeares 

Inhim the least resemblance ofa Man, 

But ofastraine, at least Olymptan. 

Come! Make wequick dismission of hisstate, 

Andontheblack-soildearth, exonerate 

Our sinking vessell, of his Deified Lode 

Nor dare the touch, ofan intangible God. 

Lest windes outragious, and of wrackfull scath, 

Andsmoking Tempests, blowehisfiery wrath 

This well-spoke Master, the Tall captaine gave 

Hatefull, andhorrible language call’dhumstlave, 

And bad him mark the prosperous gale that blew, 

And how their vessell, with her maine saile, lew 

Badeall takearmes, and said, their workes requir de,) 

The cares of Men, andnotofan mspir’de, 

Purezealous Master His firme hopesbeing fir’de 

With this Opinion, that they shouldarive 

Tn Alp yptstrait, or Cyprus, or where live 

Menwhosebrave breaths, abovethe Northwindeblowe, 

Yea, and perhaps beyond their Region too. 

And that he madeno doubt, butin the end, 

Tomakehuis Prisoner, tell him every friend 

Ofall his off-spring. Brothers Wealth, and All; 

Stnce that Prise, certaine, must some God let fall, 
This said, the Mast, and maine-saile, up hedrew, 

Andnthemainesailes midd’st, a franck Gale blew, 
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Whenall his ship tookearms, to brave their Prise. 
But strait, strange works apperde toall their eyes: 
First, sweete wine, through their swift-black Barcke did flow; 
Of which, the Odors, did, alittle, blowe. 

Their fiery spirits, making th’ Ayreso fine, 

That, they 1n flood were there, as well as wine, 
AmeereImmortall-making savour rose, 
Whichonthe Ayre, the Deitie did Impose 
TheSea-Men see’ng All, Admurationseas’d 
Yetinstantly, their wonders were encreas 'd 

For onthe Topsaile, thererann, here, and there, 

A Vine that Grapes did, tnabundancebeare, 
Andinan instant, was theshtps maine Mast 
Withan obscure-greene-Iviesarmesembrac t, 
That florisht strait, and were with Burtes grac't, 
Of which, did Gyrlonds, circle every brow 

Ofall the Pirats, and no One knew how. 

Which when they sawe, they made the Master stere 
Outtotheshore whom Bacchus made forbeare, 
With showing more wonders, Onthe Hatches, He 
Apper da terrible Lyon, hornblie 

Roring, and in the Mid-deck, a MaleBeare, 
Madewithahuge Mane makingall, forfeare 
Crowd tothesterne, about the Master there 
Whose Minde, hestill kept, dantlesse, and sincere 
Buton the Captainerusht and rampt, with force 
So rude, and sodaine, that his mainerecours 
Wastothe Maine-Seastrait andafter him, 
Leaptall his Mates, as trusting to their swimm, 

To fly foule Death, But so, found what they fled, 
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Beingall to Dolphinns, metamorphosed. 

The Master, hetooke Ruth of, sav'd, and made, 

The blessedst Man, that ever tried his Trade. 

These few words giving him Beconfident 

Thou God-inspir'd Pylot! In the Bent 

Of my affection, readie torequite 

Thy late-to-me-intended benefite 

Tam theRoringGod, of spritely Wine 

Whom Semele, (that did, even Jove incline, 

Toamorous Mixture, and was Cadmus care) 

Madeissue tothe Mighty Thunderar 
Andthus, all Excellence of Graceto thee, 

Sonne of sweete-count’nance-caty ng Semele 

Imust not thee forget, in least Degree, 

But pray thy spirit, to render so, my song, 

Sweete, and all wates, in order’d furte, strong, 


TO MARS 


ARS-MOST-STRONG: GOLD-HELM’D, 

MAKING CHARIOTS CRACK, 
NEVER WITHOUT A SHIELD, 
CAST ON THY BACK 

Minde-master,towne-guard, with dartsnever driven 

Strong-handed, All armes, fort, and fence of heaven. 

Father of Victory, with faire strokes given 

Joint surrogate of Justice, lest she fall, 

Inunyuststrifes,a Tyrant General, 

Onely of Just Men, justly That dost beare 

Fortitud’sScepter To Heavens fiery sphere 

Giver of circularemotion betweene 

That, and the Pletad’sthat still wandring bene 

Where thy stull-vehemently-flaming Horse, 

About the third Heaven, make their fiery course. 

Helper of Mortals, Heare! As thy fires give 

The fatre, and present boldnesses that strive 

In Youth for Honor, being the sweete-beamd Light 

That darts into their lives, fromall thy Height 

The Fortitudes, and Fortunes, found in fight 

So, would I likewise wishto havethePowre 

Tokeepeoff, from my head, thy bitter Howre, 

And that false fire, cast from my soules lowekinde, 

Stoopetothefitrule, of my highest Minde 

Controuling, that so eager sting of wrath, 

That styrrsmeon still, to thathorridscath 

Of warr, that God still sends to wreakehissplene, 

(Even by whole Tribes) of proud injurious Men. 

But Othouever-blessed! Givemestull, 
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Presence of minde, to put in Act, my will 
Varied, asfits, toall Occasion 

Andtolive free, unforc’t, unwrought upon, 
Beneath those Lawes of Peace, that never are 
Affected with Pollutions Populare 
Ofunyust hurt, or losseto any One, 

And to bearesafe, the burthen undergone 
Of Foes inflexive, and inhumane hates, 
Secure from violent, and harmefull Fates 


TO DIANA 


IANA PRAISE (MUSE) THAT IN 
DARTS DELIGHTS, 
LIVES STILL A MAID, & HAD 
NUTRITIALL RIGHTS 
With her borne-Brother, the farr-shooting Sunn 
That doth her all of Gold-made-Chariotrunn 
In Chace of Game, from Meles that abounds 
In black-browd Bull-rushes, (and where her Hounds, 
She first uncouples, joyning there, her Horse) 
Through Smyrna, carried in most fiery course 
To Grape-richClaros Where(1n his rich home, 
And constant expectation she will come) 
Sits Phebus, that the silver Bowe dothbeare, 
Tomeetewith Phebe, that doth Darts transferre 
As farrasHehisshafts Asfarr then, be 
Thy chaste Fame shot(O Queene of Archerte) 


Sacring my song, to every Dettie 


TO VENUS 


O CYPRIAN VENUS,STILLMY 
VERSES VOW. 
WHO GIFTS, AS SWEETE 
AS HONEY DOTH BESTOW 
Onall Mortality. That eversmules, 
And rulesa face, thatall foesreconciles 
Ever sustaining in her hand, aFlowre, 
Thatall desire keepes, ever in her Powre 
Hale chen O Queene of well-built Salamine, 
Andall thestate, that Cyprus doth confine 
Informe my song, with that celestiall fire, 
That in thy beauties, kindlesall desire. 
So shall my Muse, for ever honour Thee, 
And any other, thoucommend st to Me 
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TO PALLAS 


ALLAS MINERVA; ONELY I 
BEGINNE ‘ 
TO GIVE MY SONG; THAT MAKES 
WARRS TERRIBLE DINNE: 
Is Patronesse of Citties, and with Mars 
Marshall’d inall the care, and cure of wars: 
And ineverted Citties, fights, and Cries, 
But never doth her selfe, set downe, orrise, 
Beforea Cittie, butat both tumes Shee, 
All :njut'de people, sets on foot, and free. 
Give, with thy warrs force, Fortune then to Me; 
And with thy Wisedomes force, Felicity. 
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TO JUNO 


ATURNIA, AND HER THRONE 
OF GOLD I SING, 
THAT WAS OF RHA, THE 
ETERNALL SPRING, 
AndEmpresse of a beautie, never yet 
Equall'dinheightof Tincture Of the great 
Saturntus( breaking Ayre, inawfull Noise, ) 
The farr-fam'd wife, and sister, whom 1njotes 
Of high Olympus, all the blessed Love, 
And Honour, equall, with unequall’d Jove 
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TO CERES 


HE RICH-HAYR’D, CERES, I 
ASSAIE TO SING, 
A GODDESSE, IN WHOSE GRACE 
THE NATURALL SPRING 
Ofserious Maiestie1t selfe, 1s seene 
And of the wedded, yet in gracestil green, 
(Proserpina, her Daughter) that displaies 
A Beaute, casting every way her Rates 
All Honor to thee(Goddesse ) keepethis Towne, 
And take, thou, chiefe charge of my songs Renoune 
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TO THE MOTHER 
OF THE GODS 


OTHER OF ALL, BOTH GODS, 
AND MEN, COMMEND 
(O MUSE) WHOSE FAIRE FOR 
DID FROM JOVE DESCEND, 
That doth with Cymball sounds, delighther life, 
And tremulous divisions of the Fife 
Loves dreadfull Lyons Rores, and Wolves hoarse Houles, 
SylvaneRetreates, and Hills, whose hollow knoules, 
Ratserepercusstve soundes about her eares 
Andso, may, Honour, ever crowne thy yeares, 
With All-else Goddesses, and ever be 
Exalted inthe Muses Harmonze 
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TO LYON-HEARTED 
HERCULES 


LLCIDES, (FORCE-FULLEST OF ALL 
THE BROODE: 
OF MEN, ENFORC’T WITH NEEDE 
OF EARTHIE FOODE,) 
My Museshal memorise, theson of Jove, 
Whom, in faire-seated Thebs(commuxtin love 
With great Heavens sable-cloude-assembling state) 
Alemenaboretohim And who(indate 
Of dates forepast) throughall theSea was sent 
And Earths tnenarrable Continent, 
To Acts, that King Eurystheushad decreede 
Did many aPetulant, andImpertous Deede 
Himselfe, and therefore, sufter'dmanya Tole 
Yetnow inhabites the illustrious Sole 
Of white Olympus, and Delights his life 
With still young Hebe, hiswell-anckled wite 
Haile, King, and Sonne of Jove, vouchsafe thou Me 
Virtue, and her Effect, Felicitie 
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TO AASCULAPIUS 


ITH AASCULAPIUS, (THE 
PHISITION) 
THAT CUR’D ALL SICKNESSE 
AND WAS PHEBUS SONNE, 
My Muse, makes Entrie, to whose life gaveyield 
Divine Coronss, inthe Dotian field, 
(King Phlegtus Daughter )who, much Joy on Men 
Conferd 1n deare Ease, of their yrkesome Paine 
For which, my salutation(worthy King) 
And vowes to thee paid, ever when] sing. 
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TO CASTOR AND POLLUX 


ASTOR AND POLLUX, (THE 
TY NDARIDES) 
SWEETE MUSE ILLUSTRATE, 
THAT THEIR ESSENCES 
Fetch from the high forms of Olympian Jove, 
And werethe faire frusts of bright Leda’s Love 
Which shee produc’t, beneath the sacred shade 
Ofsteepe Taygetus, being subdu'd, and made 
Toserveth Affections of the Thunderer 
Andso, all Gracetoyou, whomall Aver, 
(For skill in Horses, and thetr Manage geven) 


Tobethe bravest Horsemen, under Heaven. 


TO MERCURIE 


ERMES,I HONOR, (THE 
CYLLENIAN SPIE) 
KING OF CYLLE NIA, AND 
OF ARCADIE 
With flocks abounding andthe Messenger 
Ofall th’ Immortalls, that doth still inferre 
Profites of infinite valew to their store 
Whom to Saturnius, bashfull Maza bore, 
Daughter of Atlas, and did therefore flie 
Ofall th’ Immortalls, the Soctetie, 
To that darcke Cave, where, 1n the dead of Night, 
Jovejoind with her, 1n Loves divine Delight, 
When Golden sleepe, shut Juno’s jealous eye, 
Whose arms had wrists, as white as Ivorie, 
From whom, andall, both Men, and Gods beside, 
The faire-hayrd Nymph, her scape kept undescride. 
Joy to the Jove-got then, and Mata’s Care, 
Twixt Menand Gods, the generall Messenger 
Giver of good Grace, Gladnesse, and the Flood 
Ofall that Men, or Gods, account their Good. 
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TO PAN 


ING (MUSE) THIS CHIEFE OF 
HERMES LOVE-GOT JOIES, 
GOATE-FOOTED, TWO-HORN’D, 
AMOROUS OF NOISE 
That through the faire-Greenes, al adorn’d with Trees 
Together goes, with Nymphs , whosenmmble knees, 
Can every Dance, foot, That affect to scale 
The most inaccessible T ops of all 
Uprightestrocks and everuseto call 
On Pan, the bright-hayr'd God of Pastorall 
Whoyet, ts leane, and lovelesse, and dothowe 
By lot, all loftrest Mountaines, crown’d with snowe, 
All Tops of Hulls, and cliffe Highnesses 
All Silvan Copses, and the Fortresses 
Of Thorniest Queaches, here and there dothrove 
And sometimes, (by allurement of his love, ) 
Will wadethewatriesoftnesses Sometimes 
(In quite oppos'de Capricctos) he climes 
The hardest Rocks, and highest every way 
Running their Ridges Often will convate 
Himselfe up toa watch-Towrs Top, wheresheepe, 
Havetheir Observance oft through Hullsassteepe, 
His Gotes herunns upon, and never rests 
Then turns he head, and flies on savage Beasts, 
Mad of their slaughters So most sharpean eye 
Setting upon them, as his Beames let flie 
Throughall their thickest Tapistries And then 
(When Hesp’rus calls to folde, the flocks of Men) 
From the greene Clossets, of his loftiest Reedes, 
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TO PAN 





Herushes forth, and Joy, with Song, hefeedes, 
When, (under shadow, of their motions, set, ) 
Heplatesa verse forth, so profoundly sweet, 

Asnot the Bird that inthe flowrieSpring 

(Amudds the leaves set) makes the Thickets ring 
Ofher sowre sorrowes, sweetened with her song, 
Runns her divisions varted so, and strong 
Andthenthesweete-voic't Nymphs, thatcrownehtsmountaines, 
(Flocktround about, the deepe-black-watred fountaines, 
Fall in with their Contention of song 

Towhich, the Echoes, all the Hillsalong 
Theirrepercussionsadd Then here, and there 
(Plac’tn themidd’st) the God, the Guide doth beare 
Ofall ther Dances, winding tn, and out 

A LyncesHide(besprinckled round about 
Withblood, castonhisshoulders And thus He 
With well-madesongs, mamtaines th alacritie 
Ofhis free minde, instlken Meddowscrownde 
WithHyacynths, and Saffrons, that abound 
Insweete-breath’dOdors that th’unnumber'd grasse 
(Besides their sents) piveas throughall they passe 
And these, nall their pleasures, ever raise 
Theblessed Gods and long Olympus, pratse 
Likezealous Hermes, who(ofall)Isaid 

MostProfits, up, toall the Gods convaide 

Who, likewise, cameinto th’ Arcadian state, 
(That’srichin Fountaines, andall celebrate 

For Nurse of flocks ) Where, he had vowdaGrove 
(Surnam’d Cyllentus) to his God-heads love 

Yeteven humselfe(althougha God hewere 
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Clad inasquallid sheepskinn ) governd there 
A Mortallssheepe For soft Love, entring him, 
Conformd his state, to his conceipted Trimm. 
And made him long, nan extreame degree, 
T’enyoy the fayre-haytd Virgine Dryope 
Which, erehe could, she ma Jehim consummate 
The florishing Rites of Hyrtens honord State. 
Andbroughthim, sucha peece of Progente, 
Asshowd (at first sight) monstrous to theeye, 
Gote-footed, Two-horn’d, full of noise, even Then, 
And (opposite quite to other children) 
Told (in sweetelaughter)he ought deathno Teare. 
Yet stratt his Mother start, and fled, in feare 
The sight of so unsatisfying a Thing, 
Inwhose face, put forth, sucha bristled spring 
Yetthemostusefull Mercure embrac't, 
Andtookeinto hisarmes, hishomely-fac't 
Beyondall measure joyfull with his sight 
And up to heaven with him, made instant flight, 
Wrapt in the warmeskinne, of a Mountatne Hare 
Set him by Jove, and mademost metrie fare 
Toall the Deitieselse, with hisSonnes sight, 
Which, most ofall, fill’d Bacchus with delight, 
And Panthey call’dhim, sincehe brought to All, 
Of Murthsorare, and fulla Festival! 

And thus, all honor to the shepherds King 

For Sacrifice to Thee, my Museshall sing 


TO VULCAN 


RAISE VULCANE, NOW MUSE, 
WHOM FAME GIVES THE PRISE, 
FOR DEPTH, & FACTURE, OF 
AL FORGED DEVISE; 
Who, with theskie-eyd Pallas, first did give 
Men, rules of buildings, that before did live, 
In Caves, and Denns, and Hills like savage Beasts 
Butnow, by Art-fam’d Vulcans Interests 
Inall chetr civill Industries, watescleare 
Through th’ All-things-bringing-to-thetr-Ends, (the yeare) 
They worke out to their Ages ends, at ease 
Lodg’din safe Roofes, from Winters utmost prease 
But Vulcan, stand propitious to Me, 
Virtue safe, granting, and Felicitie 
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TO PHGBUS 


PHCEBUS! EVEN THE SWANN 
FROM FORTH HER WINGS, 
(JUMPING HER PROYNING- 
BANCK) THEE SWEETLY SINGS, 
By bright Peneus, whirle-pit-making-streames 
Thee, that thy Lute, mak’st sound so to thy Beames 
Thee, firstand last, thesweete-voic't singer, still 
Sings, for thy songs-all-songs-transcending skill, 
Thy Pleasure then, shall my song stull supply: 
And so salutes thee, King of Poeste. 
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TO NEPTUNE 


EPTUNE, THE MIGHTY 
MARINE GOD, I SING, 
EARTHS MOVER, & THE 
FRUITLES OCEANS KING. 
That Helicon, and th’ A2.gan Deepes dost hold. 

O thou Earth-shaker, Thy Command, two-fold 
The Gods have sorted, making thee, of Horses 
Theawfull Tamer, and of Navall Forces 
ThesurePreserver Haile(O Saturns Birth) 
Whose gracefull greene hayre, curcklesall the Earth. 
Bearea benigne minde, and thy helpfull hand, 
Lend All, submitted, to thy drad Command 
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TO JOVE 


OVE, NOW I SING, THE GREATEST, 
AND THE BEST, ° 
OF AL THESE POWRS, THAT 
ARE WITH DEITIE BLEST. 
That farr-off, doth his dreadfull Voice, diffuse; 
And (being King of All) dothall conduce 
Toall ther Ends, Who(shut fromall Gods else 
With Themus, that the lawes of all things tells) 
Their fit Composutes, to their Times doth call; 
Weddsthem together, and preserves This All. 
Grace then(O farr-heard Jove) the gracethast geven; 
Most glorious, & most great of Earth & Heaven. 


TO VESTA 


ESTA, THAT (AS A SERVANT) 
OVERSEES 
KING PHEBUS HALLOWD HOUSE 
IN ALL DEGREES 
Of Guideabout it, on thesacred shore 
Ofheavenly Pythos and hast evermore 
Rich balms distilling from thy Odoroushayre, 
Grace this House, with thy huswifely repaire 
Enter, and bringa Minde that most may move, 
Confetring, even the great in counsailes, Jove 
And let my verse taste, of your eithersiove | 
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TO THE MUSES 
AND APOLLO 


HE MUSES JOVL, AND PHEBUS, 
NOW ISING, ‘ 
FOR FROM THE FARR-OFF- 
SHOOTING PHEBUS, SPRING 
All Poets, and Musitions, and from Jove 
Th’ Ascentsof Kings ‘The Man, the Museslove, 
Felicitie blesses, Elocutions choice 
InSyrrup lay’ng, of sweetest breath, his voice 
Harle (Seede of Jove) my song, your honors, give, 
Andso, in Mine, shall yours, and others, live. 
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TO BACCHUS 


VIE-CROWN’D BACCHUS, 

ITERATE IN THY PRAISES, 

(O MUSE) WHOSE VOICE, 

ALL LOFTIEST ECHOES RAISES; 
And Hewithall th’sllustrous seede of Jove; 
Isjoindeinhonor being the fruite of Love 
To him, and Semele-the-great-in-graces. 

And from the King, his Fathers kinde embraces, 
By fatre-hayrde Nymphs, was taken to the Dales 
Of Nyssa, and with curious Festivals 
Given his faire Grought; far from his Fathers view, 
In Caves, from whence, eternall Odors flew 
And 1n high number of the Deities plac’t, 
Yet, when the many- Hytmne-given God, had past 
His Nurses Cares, in Ivies, andin Bates 
Allover Thicketed, his varied wates 
Tosylvan Coverts, evermore hetooke 
Withall his Nurses, whose shrill voices shooke 
Thickets, 1n which, could no footesEntrie fall, 
And he himself made Captaine of them All 
Andso(O Grape-abounding Bacchus) be 
Ever saluted by my Muse, and Me 
Griveusto spend with spirit, our Howres out here, 
Andevery Howre, extend to manya Yeare 
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TO DIANA 


IANA, (THAT THE GOLDEN 
SPYNDLE, MOVES, 
AND LOFTIE SOUNDES, AS 
WEL AS BACCHUS LOVES, 
A bashfull Virgine, and of fearefull hearts 
The Death-affecter, with delighted Darts, 
By Sire, and Mother, Phebus Sister borne, 
Whose Thigh, the Golden Falchion dothadorne) 
Ising, who, likewise, over Hulls of shade, 
And Promontories, that vast windes invade, 
(Amorous of Hunting) bends her all-gold Bowe, 
And sigh-begetting Arrows doth bestowe, 
In fates so dreadfull, that the Hill-Tops quake, 
And Bristlde woods, their leavie foreheads shake, 
Horrors invade Earth, and fishie Seas 
Impassiond furtes, nothing can appease 
The dying Brates of Beasts, and her Delight 
Inso much Death, affects so withaffright, 
Evenallinanimatenatures For whileshee 
Her sportsapplies, Their generall Progeme 
Sheeall wates, turnes upon, to All their Banes 
Yet, when her fierte Pleasures findetheir wanes, 
(Her yeelding Bowe unbent) to th'ample House 
(Seated in Delphos, rich, and Populous) 
Ofher deare Brother, her Retreats advance 
Where, Th’Instauration of delightsome Dance 
Amongst the Muses, and the Graces, shee 
Gives forme, In which, her selfe the Regencte 


125 


126 


TO DIANA 


(Her unbent Bowe hung up, and casting on 

A gracious Robe) assumes, and first sets gone 

TheDances Entre, to which, all send forth 

Their heavenly voices, andadvance the worth 

Of her fatre-anckl’d Mother, since, to light 

Shee Children brought, the farr most exquisite 

In Counsaules, and Performances, of all 

The Goddesses, that grace the heavenly Hall 
Haile then, Latona’s faire-hayrd seede, & Joves, 
My song shall ever, call to Minde your Loves, 


TO PALLAS 


ALLAS-MINERVA’S DEITIE, 
THE RENOWN’D 
MY MUSE, IN HER VARIETY, 
MUST RESOUND, 
Mighttein counsailes, whose IIlustrous Eyes, 
Inall resemblance, representthe skies 
Areverend Maid ofaninflexible Minde 
In Spirit, and Person, strong of Triple kinde, 
Fautresse of Citties, that just Lawes maintaine, 
Of Jove-the-great-in-counsailes, very Braine 
TookePrime existence hisunbounded Brows, 
Couldnotcontaine her, such impetuous Throw’s 
Her Birth gave way to, that abrodeshe flew, 
And stood 1n Goldarm’d, inher Fathers view, 
Shaking her sharpe Lance all Olympus shooke 
So terriblie beneath her, that 1t tooke 
Up, inamazes, all the Deities there 
AllEarthresounded, with vociferous Feare 
TheSea was put up, all in purple Waves, 
Andsettld sodainly, herrudest Raves 
Hyperions radiant Sonne, hisswift-hov dSteedes, 
Amighty Tymestaid, till her arming weedes, 
Asgloriousas the Gods, the blew-eyd Maid 
Tooke from her Deathlesseshoulders but then staid 
All these distempers, and heavens counsaulor, Jove, 
Reyouc’t that all things else, his stay, couldmove 
SoIsalutethee still, and still in Praise 
Thy Fame, and others, shall my Memorieratse 
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TO VESTA 
AND MERCURIE 


ESTA I SING, WHO, IN 

BEQUEST OF FATE, 

ART SORTED OUT, AN 

EVERLASTING STATE 
Inall th’Immortals high-builtroofes, & all 
Those of Earth-dwelling Men Asgenerall 
Andanctent honors, given thee for thy gift 
Of free-liv'd Chastitie, and precious Thrift 
Nor can thereamongst Mortalls, Banquetsbe, 
In which, both firstand last, they givenot Thee 
Their endlesse Gratitudes, 1n pourd-out wine, 
As gracioussacrifice, to thy divine 
And usefull virtues, being invok’t by All, 
Beforethe least Taste of their Festivall 
Inwineor foode, affect their appetites. 
And thou, that of th'adorn’d withall Delights, 
Artthemostusefull Angell borneaGod 
Of Jove, and Mata; of Heavens golden Rodd 
Thesole Sustainer, and hast powre to blesse 
With All good, All Men(great Argrerdes) 
Inhabit all Good houses, see’ngno wants 
Of mutuall mindes love, in Th’ inhabitants. 
Joinenkinde blessing with the bashfull Maid 
Andall-lov'd Virgin, Vesta; esthersaid 
Combin’‘d in every Hospitable House: 

128 


TO VESTA 


Both being best seene, inall the gracious 
House-works of Mortalls Jointly follow then 


Even from their youths, the mindes of damesand men. 


Hailethen, ould Daughter of the ouldest God, 
And thou great bearer of Heavens golden Rodd? 
Yetnot toyou, alone, my vowes belong, 


Othersas well, claame T’ Homage of my song 
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TO EARTH 
THE MOTHER OF ALL 


OTHER OF ALL THINGS, THE 
WELL-FOUNDED EARTH, 
MY MUSE SHALL MEMORISE, 
WHO AL THE BIRTH 
Gives foode, that al her upper regions breede, 
Allthat in her divine diffusions feede 
InunderContinents All thosethatlive 
Inall theSeas, and All theayredoth give 
Wing’d expeditions, Of thy bountieseate, 
Faire Children, and faire frustes, thy labors sweate, 
(Ogreatinreverence )andreferdto thee 
For life, and death, isall the Pedigree 
Of Mortallhumanes Happiethenis He 
Whom the innate Propensions of thy Minde 
Stand benttohonor He shall all things finde 
Inallabundance AllhisPasturesyteld 
Herdsinall plenties All hisroofesarefill’d 
Withrich possessions He, inall theswate 
Of Lawes best orderd, cuts out his owne way 
In Citttes shining with delicious Dames, 
And takes his choice of all those striving Flames 
High happinesse, and riches, (like his Traine) 
Follow his Fortunes, with delights that raigne 
Inall their Princes Glorteinvests his Sonnes, 
His Daughters, with their croun’d selections 
Ofall the Cittie, frolick through the Meades, 
Andevery one, her calld-for Dances treads 
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TO EARTH 131 


Along thesoft-Alowre of the claver Grasse 

All this, withall those, ever comes to passe, 

That thy love blesses, Goddesse full of grace, 

And treasurous Angell t’all the humane Race 
Hailethen, Great Mother of the Deified kinde, 
Wifeto the Cope of Starrs? sustainea Minde 
Propitiousto me, formy Praise, and give 
(Answering my minde) my vows fit Meanes tolive 


TO THE SUN 


HE RADIANT SUNS DIVINE 
RENOWNE, DIFFUSE 
(JOVES DAUGHTER, GREAT 
CALLIOPE MY MUSE) 
Whom Ox-ey'd Euryphaessa gave Birth, 
Tothebright seede of starrte Heaven and Earth. 
For the farr-fam’'d Hyperion tooketo Wife 
His Sister Eurypbaessa, that life 
Of hishigh Race, gave, to these lovely Three, 
Aurorawith the Rosie-wrists, and shee 
That ownes th'enamouring tresses (the bright Moone) 
Together, with the never-wearied Sunne 
Who, (his Horsemounting) gives, both Mortalls light 
Andall Th’immortalls Evento horror, bright 
A blaze burns from his Golden Burgonet 
Which to behold, exceeds the sharpest set 
Ofanyeyesintention Beamesso cleare 
Itall watespowresabroade The glorious cheare 
Of his farr-shining Face, up to his Crowne, 
Casts circular Radiance that comes streaming downe 
About his Temples, hisbright Cheekes, andall 
Retayning therefulgence of their Fall 
About his bosome flowesso finea Weede 
Asdoth the thynnesse of the winde exceede 
Inrichcontext beneath whosedeepe folds fie 
His Masculine Horses, roundabouttheskie, 
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TO THE SUN 133 


Tillin this Hemisphere, herendersstate 
This gold-yo' kt Coch, and Coursers: and his way 
(Let downe by Heaven) the heavenly Cocheman makes 
Downetothe Ocean, where hisrest hetakes. 
My Salutations then, faire King, recerve, 
And, in propitious returnesRelieve 
My lifewith Minde-fit means, & then from Thee 
Andall theraceof compleateDeitie 
Mysong shall celebrate those halfe-God states, 
Thatyet, sad deaths condicion circulates, 
And whose brave Acts, the Gods shew men, that they 
Asbravemay aymeat, since they can but die. 


TO THE MOONE 


HE MOONE, NOW MUSES, 
TEACH ME TO RESOUND, 
WHOSE WIDE WINGS MEASURE 
SUCH A WORLD OF GROUND. 

Joves Daughter, deckt with the mellifluous Tongue, 

And seenein All, thesacred ArtofSong 

Whose deathles Brows, when shee from Heaven displaies, 

All Earth she wraps up, 1n her Orient Rates 

A Heaven of Ornamentin Earths rais’d, 

WhenherBeamesrise Thesubt’le Ayreissats'd 

Of delicate splendor, from her Crowne of Gold, 

And when her silver Bosomeis extoll’d, 

Washt in the Ocean, In Dates equall’d Noone, 

Is Mid-night seated but when shee puts on 

Her farr-off-sprinckling-Luster-Evening weedes, 

(The Monethintwocut her high-brestedSteedes, 

Man‘de All withcurl’d flames, put in Cochand All, 

Her huge Orb fill’d) her whole Trimms Then exhall 

Unspeakablesplendors, from the glorious skie 

And, out of thatState, Mortall Menimplte 

Many Predictions And, with Her then 

(In Love mut) lay, the King of Godsand Men, 

By whom, (made fruitfull) she Pandea bore, 

And added her State, to th’smmortall Store 

Haile, queene, & Goddesse, th’1vorte-wristed Moone 

Divine, Prompt, faire-hayr'd Withthy grace begun 

My Museshall forth, and celebrate the praise 

Of Men whosestates, the Deities did raise 

ToSemideities whose deedest’endlesse Date 


Muse-lov'd, and sweete-sung Poets celebrate. 
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TO CASTOR AND POLLUX 


OVES FAIRE SONNES, FATHER’D 
BY TH’OEBALIAN KING, 
MUSES-WELL-WORTH-ALL 
MENS BEHOLDINGS, SING 
The Deare Birth, that Bright-Anckl’d Leda bore, 
Horse-taming Castor, and the Conqueror 
Of Tooth-tongu’d Momus(Pollux )whom beneath 
Steepe-Browd Taygetus, she gave half-God breath, 
In Lovemixt with the black-cloudes King of heaven 
Who, both of Menand ships, (being Tempest driven, 
When Winters wrathfull Empire, 1sin force 
Upon th’'ImplacableSeas) preserve the course 
For when the Gusts begin, (1fnere the shore) 
TheSea-Men leave their ship, and(evermore 
Bearing twomulke-white Lambs aboard, ) they now 
Kill them ashore, and to Joves Issue vow, 
When, though their ship (in height ofall therore 
The windesand waves confound) can livenomore, 
Inall their hopes, then sodainely appeare 
Joves saving Sonnes, who both their Bodies beare 
Twixtyellowe wings, downe from thesparkling Pole 
Whostrait, therageof thoserude Windscontrole, 
Andall the high-waves couch into theBrest 
Of T’hoarteSeas All which sweetesignes of rest 
ToSea-Menslabors, their glad soules conceive, 
And End toall their yrckesome grievance give 
So(oncemore)to the swift-horse-riding Race 


OfRoyall Tyndarus, eternall Grace. 
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TO MEN OF HOSPITALITIE 


EVERENCE A MAN, WITH 
USE PROPITIOUS, 
THAT HOSPITABLE RIGHTS 
WANTS, AND A HOUSE, 
(Youof this Cittie, with theseate of State 
To Ox-eyd Juno vowd) yet situate 
Nere Pluto’sRegion Atthe extreame Base 
Of whoseso high-hayrd Cittte, from the Race 
Of blew-wav'd Hebrus lovely Fluent(grac’t 
With Joves begetting) you divine Cups Tast. 
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CERTAINE EPIGRAMMS 
AND OTHER POEMS 
OF HOMER 


TO CUMA 


END HOSPITABLE RIGHTS, 
AND HOUSE-RESPECT, 
YOU THAT THE VIRGINE 
WITH THE FAIRE EYS DECKT, 
Make Fautresse of your stately-seated Towne. 
At foot of Sardes, with the high-haird Crowne, 
InhabitingrichCuma whereye Taste 
Of Hermus heavenly Fluent, all embrac’t 
By curld-head whyrlpits And whose watersmove 
From the divine seede, of smmortall Jove. 
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IN HIS RETURNE 
TO CUMA 


WIFTLIE MY FEETE SUSTAINE 
ME TO THE TOWNE, 
WHERE MEN INHABIT, WHOM 
DUE HONORS CROWNE 
Whose Mindes with free-given faculties, aremov'd, 
And whose grave Counsailes, best of Best approv d. 
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UPON THE SEPULCHER OF 
MIDUS, CUT IN BRASSE, 
IN THE FIGURE OF 
A VIRGINE 


MAID OF BRASSE, I AM, 
INFIXED HERE 
T’ETERNISE HONEST 
MIDUS SEPULCHER 
And whilethestreame, her fluent seede receives, 
And steepe trees curle their verdant brows with leaves, 
While Phebus, rais‘d above the Earth gives sight, 
And T’humorous Moone, takes Luster from his light, 
While floods beare waves, and Seas shall wash theshore, 
AtthishisSepulcher, whomall deplore, 
I’leconstantly Abide, All passers by 
Informing, Here, doth Honest Midus Lre 
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CUMA REFUSING HIS OFFER 

T’ETERNISE THEIR STATE, 

THOUGH BROUGHT THITHER 
BY THE MUSES 


TO WHAT FATE, HATH FATHER 
JOVE GIVEN O’RE 
MY FRIENDLES LIFE, BORNE 

EVER TO BE PORE? 
Whilein my Infant state, he pleas'dto save Mee, 
Milke, onmy reverend Mothers knees, he gave Me, 
In delicate, and curious Nurserie 
FEoltan Smyrna, seated neare theSea, 
(Of glorious Empire, and whose bright sides 
Sacred Meletus silver Current glides) 
BeingnativeSeatetome Which(inthe force, 
Of farr-past Time) the Breakers of wilde Horse, 
(Phricontas Noble Nation) girt with Towres 
Whose Youth in fight, put on with fiery Powres 
From hence, (the Muse-maids, Joves illustrousseede 
Impelling me) I made1impetuous speede; 
And went withthem to Cuma, withIntent 
T’Eterniseall thesacred Continent 
AndStateof Cuma They(in proud Ascent 
From off their Bench) refus'd with usage fierce 
Thesacred voice which I averre, is Verse 
Their follies yet, and madnesse borne by Me 
Shall by some Powre, bethought on futurely, 
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OF CUMA 


Towreakeof hum whoever, whose tongue sought 
With false empaure, my fall. What fate, God brought 
Upon my Birth, I'le beare with any paine; 

But undeserv'd Defame; unfelt, sustaine 

Nor feelesmy Person (deareto me, though Pore) 
Any great lust, to linger, anymore 

In Cuma’sholy Highwates, butmy Minde 
(Nothought empaird, for cares of any kinde 
Borneinmy body) rather vowesto trie 

The Influence of any other skte, 

And spits of People; breddinany Land, 


Ofne resoslender, and obscure Command 


AN ASSAIE OF HIS 
BEGUNNE ILIADS 


LION, AND ALL, THE BRAVE 
HORSE-BREEDING SOILE 
(DARDANIA) I SING; THAT 
MANY A TOILE 
Impos'd upon the Mighty Grecian Powrs, 
Who wereof Mars, the manlieServitours. 
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TO THESTORS SONNE 
INQUISITIVE OF HOMER, ABOUT THE 
CAUSES OF THINGS 


HESTORIDES? OF ALL THE 
SKILLS UNKNOWNE 
TO ERRANT MORTALS, THERE 
REMAINS NOT ONE, 

Of more inscrutable Affaire, to finde 

Thanis the true State ofahumane Minde 


Homer intrmated in this his Answer to Thestorides, A will to 
have hin learne, The knowledge of himselfe, before bee enqusr’d so 
cursously the causes of other thines And from hence, had the great 
Perspatetique (Themisttus) his most grave Epiphoneme, Ant- 
ma quzseipsam ignorat, quid sciret psa de aliis? 
And therefore (according to Aristotle) advises 
all Philosophical Students, to beginne 
with that Studte 


144 


TO NEPTUNE 


EARE POWREFUL NEPTUNE, 
THAT SHAK‘ST EARTH IN IRE, 
KING OF THE GREAT GREENE, 
WHERE DANCE ALL THE QUIRE 

Of faire-hayr'd Helicon, give prosperous Gales 

And good passe, to these Guiders of our sailes 

Their Voyagerendring happily directed, 

And their Returne, withno ill Fate affected. 

Grant, likewise, atroughMimas lowestrootes, 

(Whosestrength, up to her Tops, preruptrocks shootes) 

My Passage safearrivall; and that] 

My bashfull disposition may applie 

To Pious Men, and wreake my selfeupon 

The Man whose verball circumvention 


In Me, did wrong, t’ Hospitious Joves whole state, 
And T’Hospitable Table violate. 
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TO THE CITTIE 
ERYTHRAA . 


ORSHIPFULL EARTH; GIVER 
OF ALL THINGS GOOD? 
GIVER OF, EVEN FELICITIE, 
WHOSE FLOOD 

The Mindeall-over steepes, in honey Dewe 

That, to some Men, dost infinite kindenesse shew, 

Toothers that despise thee, artaShrew 

And giv'st them Gamesters galls, who, once, their Maine 

Lost with anll chance, fare like Abyectsslaine 
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TO MARINERS 


E WAVE-TROD WATERMEN; 
AS ILL AS SHEE 
THAT ALL THE EARTH IN 
INFELICITIE 
OfRapineplunges Who upon youre Fare 
Assterv d-like-ravenous, as Cormorantsare. 
The lives ye leade, (but in the worst Degree) 
Not to beenvied, morethen Misery. 
Take shame, and feare the Indignation 
Of him that Thunders from the highest Throne 
(Hospitious Jove) who, at the Back, prepares 
Paines of abhord effect, of him that dares 
The Pieties breake, of his Hospitious =| 
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THE PINE 


NY TREE ELSE, BEARES 
BETTER FRUIT THEN THEE, 
THAT IDAS TOPS SUSTAINE, 
WHERE EVERY TREE 

Beares up inaire, such perspirable Heights, 

And in which, Caves, and sinuous Receipts 
Creepein such great abundance For, about 

Thy rootes(that ever, all thy Fruites put out 
Asnourisht by them, equall with thy Fruttes) 
Poure Mars his Iron-Mines their accurst pursuites 
So that when any Earth-encroching Man 

Ofall the Martiall Broode Cebrenian, 

Plead neede of Iron, They are certainestull, 
About thy Rootes, to satiate every Will 
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TO GLAUCUS: 


WHO WAS SO MISERABLIE, SPARING, 
THAT HE FEARED ALL MENS 
ACCESSE TO HIM 


LAUCUS? THOUGH WISE ENOUGH, 
YET ONE WORD MORE, 
LET MY ADVICE ADD, TO 
THY WISEDOMES STORE, 
Fort’willbebetterso Beforethy Dore 
Givestill thy Mastifs Meate, that will besure 
Toliethere, therefore, still, andnot endure 
(With way-laid eares) the softest foot can fall, 
But Men, and Beasts, make fly Thee and thy stall 
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AGAINST THE SAMIAN 
MINISTRESSE. 
OR NUNNE 


EARE ME(O GODDESSE) THAT 
INVOKE THINE EARE: 
THOU THAT DOST FEEDE, AND 
FORME THE YOUTHFULL YEARE. 
And grant that this Dame, may the lovesrefuse 
And Beds of Young Men, andaffect to use 
Humanes whose Temples, hoary hayres distaine; 
Whose Powrsare passing coye, whose W1ls would faine. 
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WRITTEN ON THE 
COUNSAILE CHAMBER 


F MEN,SONNES ARE THE CROWNES 
OF CITTIES TOWRES 
OF PASTURES, HORSE, ARE THE 
MOST BEWTIOUS FLOWRES 
OfSeas, shtpsare the Grace, and Moneystill 
With Tratnes, and Titles, doch the Family fill. 
But Royall Counsailors, in Counsazleset, 
AreOrnaments past All, asclearely great, 
AsHousesare that shining fires enfolde, 


Superior farr, to Housesnak'tandcolde, 
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THE FORNACE CALL’D IN 
TO SING BY POTTERS 


F YE DEALE FREELY (O ahs 
FIERIE FRIENDS, 
AS YE ASSURE) I’LE SING, 
AND SERVE YOUR ENDS. 
Pallas? Vouchsafethouhere, invok’t Accesse; 
Imposethy hand upon this Fordge, and blesse 
All Cups these Artists earneso, that they may 
Looke black still with their depth, andevery way, 
Giveall their Vesselsa most sacred Sale 
Makeall well burn’d, and Estimation call 
Uptotheir Prices Letthem marcket well, 
And, inall high-wates, in abundancesell. 
Tul Riches to their utmost wisharise, 
Andasthoumak’stthem rich, somakemewise 
Butifyenow, turneall to Impudence, 
And think to pay with lies, my Pactence, 
Then will I summon gatnst your Fornace, All 
Hellsharmefull’st spirits, Maragus, I'lecall, 
Sabactes, Asbett, and Omadamus, 
Who, yllsagainst your Art, Innumerous 
Excogitates, supplies, and multiplies. 
Come Pallas then, and all command to rise. 
Infesting Fordge, and house with fire, tll All 
Tumble together, and to Ashes Fall 
These Potters selves, dissoly'din Teares as small, 
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THE FORNACE 153 





Andasa Horse-cheeke, chides his foming Bit 
So let this Fordge, murmure tn fire, and flit; 
Andall this stuffe, toashteruznesrunne 

And thou(O Circe) Daughter of the Sunne, 
Great-many-Poison Mixer, come, and poure 
Thy cruell’st Poisons, on this Potters floore, 
Shivering their vessells, and themselvesaffect 
Withall the Mischiefes possible to direct 
Gainstall their Beings, urdg'd by all thy feends 
Let Chiron, likewise come, andall those friends 
(The Centaures) that Alcsdes fingers fled, 

And All therest too, that his hand strooke dead 
(Their Ghosts excited, ) comeand macerate 
These Earthen Men, and yet with further Fate 
Affect their Fornace, All their teare-burst Eyes 
Seeing, and mourning for their Misertes 
WhileIlooke On, and laugh their blasted Art, 
AndthemtoRuine Lastly, 1f, apart, 

Any lres lurking, and sees yet, his Face 
IntoaCole, let th’angrie fire embrace, 

Thatall may learne by them, inall thesr lust 
Todare Deedes Great, to see them great and Just. 


EIRESIONE OR THE 
OLIVE BRANCH 


HE TURRETS OF A MAN OF 
INFINITE MIGHT; 

OF INFINITE ACTION; 
SUBSTANCE INFINITE, 
Weemakeaccesse to; whose whole Being rebounds 
From Earth to Heaven; & nought but Blisseresounds. 

Giveentriethen, ye Dores, moreriches yet 

Shall enter with me, All the Graces met 

Injoy of their fruition perfect Peace 

Confirming All, All crown’d with such encrease, 

That every emptie Vessell in your House 

May stand repleate, withall thing precious 

Elaborate Ceres, may your Larders fill 

Withall deare Delicates, and serve instill 

May, for your Sonne, a Wifemake wisht approch, 

Into your Towrs, andraptin, inherCoch 

With strong-kneed Mules. May yet, her state prove staid 

Withhonord Huswifertes Her faire hand laid 

Toartfull Loomeworks, and her nak’t feet treade 

TheGumme of Amber, toa Golden Beade 
ButI’lereturne, Returne, and yet not presse 

Your bounties now assaid, with oft Accesse, 

Onceayeere, onely, asthe Swallow prates, 

Before the welthie Springs wide open Gates 
MeanetimeIstandatyours nor purpose stay 

Moretimet'entreate. Give, ornot give, away 

My feet shall beareme, that didnever come, 

Withany thought, tomakeyour House, my Home. 
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TO 
CERTAINE FISHER-BOYES 


PLEASING HIM WITH IN- 
GENIOUS RIDDLES 


ET FROM THE BLOODS, EVEN 
OF YOUR-SELFE-LIKE SIRES, 
ARE YOU DESCENDED; THAT 
COULD MAKE YE HEIRES 
Tonohugehords of Cotne, nor leaveye Able 
To feedeFlocks of innumerable Rabble. 


THE END OF ALL THE ENDLESSE 
WORKS OF HOMER 


HE WORKE THAT I WAS BORNE 
TO DOE, IS DONE. 
GLORY TO HIM, THAT THE 
CONCLUSION 
Makes the beginning of my life, and Never 
Let me be sard tolive, tll Ile Ever 
Where’s the outltvingof my Fortunes then, 
Yeerrant vapors of Fames Lernean Fenn? 
That (tke possest stormes) blastall, notin Herde 
With your abborr’d heads who, because casher’de 
By Men, for Monsters, thinck Men, Monsters All, 
That are not of your pyed Hood, and your Hall 
When you are nothing but the scum of things, 
And must be castoff Drones, thathaveno me 
Nor any more soule, then a stone hath wings 
Avant ye Haggs, your Hates, and Scandalls are,’ 
The Crownes, and Comforts of agood Mans Care, 
By whose smpartiall Perpendsculare, 
Alltsextuberance, andexcretion All, 
That you your Ornaments, and plories call 
Your wrie Mouthes censure right? your blister’d Tongues, 
Thatlecke but etches? and whose ulcerous Lungs 
Come up atall things permanent, and sound? 
O you( tke flestn Dreggs)in Humors droun’d, 
Your loves, like Atoms, lost in gloom Ayre, 
Iwould not retrive with awsther’d Hasre 
Hate, and cast still your stings then, for your kisses 
Betray but Truth, and your Applaud’s, are Hisses 
To see our supercilious wizerds frowne, 
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T heer faces falne like Fog gs, and coming downe, 
Stincking the Sunn out, make me shine the more: 
And Itke acheckt flood, beare above the shore, 
That their prophane Opinions faine would set, 
Towhat they see not, know not, nor can let 
Yet then, ourlearn’d Men, with ther Torrents come 
Rortng from their forc’t Hills, all crown’d with fore, 
Thatone not taughtltke them, shouldlearne to know 
Thetr Greeke rootes, & from'thence the Groves that grow, 
Casting such rich shades, from great Homers wings 
Thatfirst, andlast, command the Muses springs 
Though he’s best Scholler, that through paines and vows, 
Made his owne Master onely, all things know’s 
Nor pleades my poore skill, forme, or learned Place, 
Butdantlesse labor, constant Prayer, andGrace 
And what’s all thetr skill, but vast varied reading? 
As tf brode-beaten High-wates had the leading 
To Truths abstract, and narrow Path, and P1t? 
Found in no walke, of any worldly wit 
And without Truth, all’s onely sleight of band, 
Or our Law-learning, ina Forraine Land, 
Embroderte spenton Cobwebs, Brag gart show 
Of Men that all things learne, and nothing know 
For Ostentation, humble Truth stall flies, 
And all confederate fashiontsts, defies 
And as some sharpe-browd Doctor, (English borne, ) 
In much learn’ d Latine Id:oms can adorne 
A verse with rare Attractions, yet become 
Fits English Muse, ltke an Arachnean Loome, 
Wrought smobtof Pallas, and therein bewrates 
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More tongue then truth, beggs, and adopts bis Bayes; 
So Ostentation, bee hee never so 
Larded with labour, to suborne his showe, 
Shall soothe within brm, but a bastard soule, 
No more Heaven heyring, then Earths sonne the Moule 
But asin dead Calmes, emptiest smokes arise 
Uncheckt, and free, up, strast into the skees, 
So drouste Peace, thatin her humor steepes 
All she affects, lets such rise while she sleepes 
Many, and most Men, bave of wealth least store, 
But None the gracious shame that fits the Pore, 
Somostlearn’d Men, enough are Ignorant, 
But few the grace have, to confesse thetr want, ! 
Till Lives, and Learnings, come concomtant 
For from Mens knowledges, thetr Ltves-Acts flowe, 
Vaineglorious Acts then, vatne prove all they know 
As Night, the life-enclining starrs, best showes, 
So lives obscure, the starrtest soules disclose 

For me, let just Men judge by what Ishow 
In Acts expos’d, how much Terre, or knowe, 
And letnot Envie, make all worse then nought 
With her meere headstrong, and quite brasneles thought. 
Others, for doing nothing, erving All, 
And bound:ng all worth tn ber bursten Gall 

God and my deare Redeemer, rescue Me 
From Mens tmmane, and mad Impute, 
And by my life and soule, (sole knowne to them) 
Make me of Palme, or Yew, an Anadem 
And so, my sole God, the thrice sacred Trine, 
Beare all th’ Ascription, of all Me and Mine 
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UPPLICO TIBI DOMINE, PATER ET 
DUX RATIONIS NOSTRA; UT NOS- 
TRA NOBILITATIS RECORDEMUR, 
QUA TU NOS ORNASTI; ET UT TU 
nobis presto sis, ut 11s qu per sese moventur, ut et a Corpo- 
ris contagio, Brutorumque affectuum repurgemur; eosque 
superemus, atque regamus, et, sicut decet, pro instruments 
11s utamur Deinde, ut nobis'Adjumento sis, ad accuratam 
rationis nostre correctionem, et conjunctionem cum 11squt 
vere sunt, per lucem veritatis Et terttum, Salvator supplex 
oro, ut ab oculis antmorum nostrorum, caliginem prorsus 
abstergas, utnorimus bene, qui Deus, 


aut Mortalis habendus, 
AMEN 
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NULLOQUE NUMERO ERO 
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TO THE MOST HONORED EARLE, 


EARLE MARSHALL 


PONDANUS, one of the most desertfull Commentars 
of Hower, cals all sorts of all men learned to be judicial be- 
holdersof this morethenArtificiall andnolessethen Divine 
Rapture, then which nothing can be rmagined more full of 
soule and humaine extraction forwhatishere prefigurde by our 
miraculous Artist, but the untversall world, which being so spa- 
tiousand almost unmeasurable, one circletofaShteld representes 
and rmbraceth? In it heaven turnes, the starres shine, the earth 1s 
enflowred, thesea swellesand rageth, Cittiesare built, one1n the 
happinesse and sweetnesse of peace, the other in open warre & the 
terrors of ambush &c And all these so lively proposde, as not 
without reason many in times past have believed, that all these 
thinges have in them a kind of voluntarie motion evenas those 
Tripods of Vulcan, and that Dedaltan Venus atrtoxivntos, nor can] 
be resolv'd that their opinions be sufficiently refuted by Aristont- 
cus, for soare all things here described, by our divinest Poet, as if 
they consisted not of hard and solid mettals, but of a truely, liv- 
ing, and moving soule The ground of his invention he shews out 
of Eustathus wtending by the Orbiguitieof theShteld, theround- 
nesse of the world by the foure mettalles, the foure elementes 
viz by gold fire by brasse earth for the hardnes by Tinne water, 
for thesoftnes, and inclination to fluxure by silver, Aire, for the 
grosnes & obscuritie of the mettal before itberefind That which 
he cals &vtuya tplitkaKxa papyapénv, he understands the Zodt- 
ack, whichis saidto be triple forthe latitudeit contains, &shining 
byreason of the perpetual course of theSun maden thatcircle, by 
&pyupeov TeAapésva the Axletree, about which heaven hath his 
motion &c. Nor doI deny(saith Spondanus) Eneas arms to be forg- 
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ed, withan exceedingheight of wit by Vergil, but compardewith 
these of Homer, they are nothing And this 1s it (most honorde) 
that maketh methus sodatnely translate thisShteld of Achilles, for 
since my publication of the other seven bookes, comparison hath 
beenemadebetweene Virgill and Homer who can be compardein 
nothing with more decysall & cutting of all argument, then in 
these two Shieldes, and whosoever shall reade Homer throughly 
and worthily, will know the question comes from a superficiall 
and too unripeareader for Homers Poems were writ froma free 
furie, an absolute & full soule Virgils out of a courtly, laborious, 
andaltogetherimitatoriespirit nota Stmtleheehathbutis Homers 

not an invention, person, or disposition, but 1s wholly or origin- 
ally built upon Homentall foundations, and in many places hath 
the verte wordes Homeruseth besides, where Virgill hath had no 
more plentifull and liberall awit, then to frame twelve imperfect 
bookes of the troubles and travailes of eneas Homer hath of as 
littlesubyect finisht eight & fortie perfect and that the triviall ob- 
jection may be answerd, that not the number of bookes, but the 
nature Xexcellenceoftheworkecommends:t All Homers bookes 
are such ashave beene presidents ever since of allsortes of Poems 

imitatingnone, noreverworthilyimitated of any yetwouldInot 
be thought so ill created as to bee a malicious detracter of so ad- 
mired a Poet as Virgill, but a true yustifter of Homer, whomust not 
beeread for a fewlyneswith leaves turned over caprichtously in dis- 
membred fractions, but throughout, the whole drift, weight & 
height of his workes set before the apprehensive eyes of his judge 

Themayestieheenthronesand thespirit he infusethintothe scope 
of hisworkeso farre outshining Virgill, that his skirmishes are but 
meere sctamblings of boyes to Homers, the silken body of Vergels 
muse curiously drest in guilt and embrodered silver, but Homers 
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inplainemasste and unvaluedgold not onelyall learning, govern- 
ment, and wisedome being deduc’t as from a bottomlesse fount- 
aine from him, butall wit, elegancte, disposition and judgement. 
“Opnpos mrpéitos 61ScoKahos Kal thyepneov &c Homer (saith Plato) 
was the Prince and mauster of all prayses and vertues. the Emper- 
our of wisemen an host of men against any depraver in any prin- 
ciple he held All the ancient and lately learned have had him 1n 
equall estimation And for ante to be now contrarilte affected, tt 
must needes proceed froma meere wantonnesse of witte anIdle 
unthriftie spirit wilfull because they may choose whether they 
will think otherwise or not, & have power and fortune enough to 
livelike true menwithout truth, or elstheymust presume of purt- 
tanicall inspiration, to have that with delicacte & squemishnes, 
which others with as good means, ten times more time, and ten 
thousand tumes more labour could never concetve But somewill 
convey their imperfections under his Greeke Shield, and from 
thence bestowe bitter arrowes against the traduction, affirming 
their want of admiration grows from defect of our language, not 
able to expresse the coppie and elegancie of the original! but this 
easteand traditional pretext hides them notenough for howfull 
of height and roundnesse soever Greeke be above English, yet 1s 
there no depth of conceipt triumphing in 1t, butas na meeread- 
murer 1t may bee imagined, so ina sufficient translator 1t may be 
exprest And Homer that hath his chtefe holinesse of estimation, 
for matter and instruction, would scorne to have his supreame 
worthinesse glosing in his courtshippe and priviledge of tongue, 
And if Italian, French & Spanish, have not made 1t daintie, nor 
thought itany presumption to turne him nto therrlanguages, but 
afit and honorable labour, and (in respectof their countriesprofit 
and their poestes credit) almost necessare, what curious, proud, 
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and poore shamefastnesse should let an English muse to traduce 
him, when the language she workes withall is more conformable, 
fluent, and expressive, which would your Lordship would com- 
maundemee to prove against all our whippersof their owne com- 
plement in their countries dialect 

O what peevish ingratitude and most unreasonable scorne of 
ourselves we commit, to bee so extravagant and forreignely wit- 
ted, to honour and imitate that in a strange tongue, which wee 
condemneand contemne in our native? for tf the substance of the 
Poetswill beexprestand his sentence and sencerendred with truth 
and elocution, hee that takes yudiciall pleasure in him in Greeke, 
cannot beare so rougha broweto him in English, to entombe his 
acceptance in austeritie 

But thou soule-blind Scalliger, that never hadst any thing but 
place, time and termes, to paint thy profictencie in learning, nor 
ever writest any thing of thine owne impotent braine, but thy 
onelyimpalsied diminution of Homer(whichI may swearewas the 
absolute inspiration of thine owne ridiculous Genius)never didst 
thou more palpably damn thy drossy spirit inal thy all-countries- 
exploded filchettes, which are so grossely illiterate, that no man 
will vouchsafe their refutation, then in thy sencelesse reprehen- 
sions of Homer, whose spirit flew asmuch above thy groveling 
capacitie, as heaven moves above Barathrum but as none will 
vouchsafe repetition nor answere of thy other unmanly fooleries. 
no morewillTof these, my Epistle being too tedious to your Lo 
besides, and no mans judgement serving better, (if your high af- 
fatres could admut ther diligent perusal!) then your Lo to refute 
and reject him But alas Homer 1s not now to bee lift up by my 
weakearme, more then he tsnow deprest by mote feeble oppost- 
tions, if any feelenot their conceiptessoravisht with the eminent 
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beauties of hisascentiall muse, asthe greatestmen of all sorts and 
ofall ages have beene. Their most modest course 1s,(unlesse they 
will bepowerfully insolent) to ascribe the defect to their appre- 
hension, because they read him but sleightly, not in his surmised 
frugalitie of obyect, that really and most feastfully powres out 
himselfe in right divine occasion But the chtefe and unanswer- 
able meane to his generall and just acceptance, must be your Lo, 
high and of all men expected president, without which hee must 
like a poore snayle, pull in his English hornes, that out of all 
other languages(in regard of the countries affection, and royaltie 
of his Patrones) hath appeard like an Angell from a clowde, or 
theworldoutofChaos Whenno language canmake comparison 
of him with ours sf he be worthily converted, wherein before he 
should havebeene borne so lame anddefective, asthe French mid- 
wife hath brought him forth, he had never made question how 
your Lo would accept him and yet have two of their Kings, 
embraced him, as a wealthy ornament to their studies, and the 
main battayle of their armies 

If then your bountie woulddo me but the grace to conferre my 
unhappte labours with theirs so successefull & commended (your 
judgement serving you much better then your leysure & yet your 
leisure in thinges honourable being to bee inforced by your udge- 
ment)no malitious & dishonorable whisperer, that comes armed 
with an army of authority and state against harmeles & armeles 
vertue, could wrest your wonted impression so much from tt self, 
to reject (with imitation of tiranous contempt any affection so 
zealous & able in this kind to honor your estate as mine Onely 
kings & princes have been Homers Patrones, amongst whom Ptol- 
ome wold say, he that had sleight handesto entertayne Homer, had 
assleight branes to rule htscommon wealth, Andan usuall sever- 
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stie he used, but a most rattonall (how precise and ridiculous so- 
ever 1t may seeme to men made of ridiculous matter) that in 
reverence of the pietie and perfect humanitie he taught, whoso- 
ever writ or commutted any proud detraction against Homer (as 
even so mucha man wanted not his malitious depravers) hee put 
him with torments to extreamest death O high and magically 
raysed prospect, from whence a true eye may see meanes to the 
absolute redresse, or much to be wished extenuation, of all the 
unmanly degeneracies now tyranysing amongst us for if that 
which teacheth happinesse and hath unpainefull corostves in 1t, 
(being entertayned and observed) to eate out the hart of that rag- 
ing ulcer, which likea Lernean Fenof corruption furnaceth theunt- 
versall sighes and complaintes, of this transposed world, were 
seriously, andas with armed garrisons defended and hartned, that 
which engenders & disperseth, that wilfull pestilence, would bee 
purged and extirpate but that which teacheth, being overturned, 
that which 1s taught 1s consequently subject to eversion and if 
the honour, happinesse and preservation of true humanttte con- 
sist in observing the lawes fit for mans dignitte, and that the elab- 
orate prescription of those lawesmust of necessitie beauthorised, 
favoured and defended before any observation can succeed 1s it 
unreasonable, to punish the contempt of that moving prescrip- 
tion with one mans death, when at the heeles of it followes com- 
mon neglect of observation, and in the necke of 1t, an untversall 
rune? This my Lord] enforce only to interrupt in others that 
may reade this unsavorie stuffe, the too open mouthd damnation 
of royall & vertuous Ptolomses severitie For to digest, transforme 
and sweat a mans soule into rules and attractions to soctetie, such 
as are fashiond and a with her exact and long laborde con- 
Ww 


tention of studie, in which she tosseth with her smpertiall dis- 


THE EPISTLE DEDICATORIE 169 


course before her, all cause of fantasticall objections & reproofes, 
and without which she were as wise asthe greatest number of de- 
tractors that shall presume to censure her, and yet by their flash 
and insolent castigations to bee sleighted and turnde over their 
miserably vaine tongues 1n an instant, 1s an injure worthy no 
lesse penaltie then Ptolom inflicted. To take away the heeles of 
which running prophanation I hope your Lo. honourable coun- 
tenance will beasthe Unicorns horne, to leade the way to English 
Homersyetpoysoned fountaine fortill that favourbevouchsafed, 
the herde will never drinke, since the venemous galles of some of 
therr fellowes have infected 1t, whom alas I pittie Thus confid- 
ently affirming your name and dignities shall neverbee morehon- 
ored in a poore booke then in English Homer, I cease to afflict 
your Lordshippe with mytedious dedicatories, and to still sacred 
Homersspirit througha language sofitte and so favourles;humbly 
presenting your Achilleran vertues with Achilles Shield, wishing 
as 1t is much more admurable and divine, so 1¢ were 
as many times more rich, then the Shield 
the Cardinall pawndat 
Anwerp 





By him that wssheth all the degrees of 
judgement, and honour, to attend 
your deserts to the highest, 


GEORGE CHAPMAN 


TO THE UNDERSTANDER 


OU arenotevery bodte, to you(as to one of my very few frends) 

I may be bold to utter my minde, nor 1s st more empatre to an 

honest and absolute mans sufficiencie to have f-w friendes, then to 

an Homertcall Poeme to have few commenders, for neyther doe 
common dispositions keepe fitte or plausible consort with sudscrall and sim- 
ple bonestie, nor are sdle capacities comprehensible of an elaborate Poeme My 
Enastle dedicatorie before my seven bookes, 1s accounted darke and too much 
laboured forthe darkenes there ts nothing good or bad, hard or softe, darkeor 
persprcuous butin respect, 81m respectof mens light, slerpbt, or envious peru~ 
Salles (to whose loose capacities any worke worthily composde 1s kntt with a 
riddle) & thatthe stile 1s matertall flowing, & notranke, t may perhaps seme 
darke, toranke riders and readers, thathave no more soules then burbolts but 
to your comprehension iin stselfe, [know stis not For the affected labour be- 
stowed inst, Iprotesttwo morninges bothended stand the Readers Epistle but 
the truth 1s, my desire & strange disposition in all thinges I write, 1s to set 
downe uncommon, and most profitable coherents for the time yet further 
removed from abborde affectation, then from the most popular & cold dispes- 
tion And Iever smagine that as Italian & French Poems to our studious lin- 
guistes, win much of thetr discountryed affection, as well because the under 
standing of forreigne tongues 1s sweeteto ther apprehension, as that the matter 
& inventions pleasing, somy farre fetcht, and as it were beyond sea manner 
of writing, sf they would take as much panes for thetr poore countrimen as for 
a proud stranger when they once understand tt, should be much more gracious 
to thesr chotce concesptes, then a discourse that fals naked before them, and hath 
nothsng but whatmmuceth stselfe with ordinarse table talke For my varsetse of 
new wordes, Ihave none Inckepot Lam sure you know, but suchas I grve pas- 
port with such authoritye, so significant and notsll sounding, thatsfmy count- 
rey language were anusurer, or aman of this apespeakingst, hee would thanke 
mee for enriching im: Why alas will my young mayster the reader affect 
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nothing common, and yet like nothing extraordenarte? Swaggering tsanew 
worde amongst them, and rounde headed custome prvestt previledge wath much 
tmitation, being created as tt were by anaturall Prosopoperawsthoutetm- 
ologte or derivation, and why may notan elegancie authentically derwed, & 
as Imay say of the upper house, bee entertayned as well in thetr lower consul- 
tation with authoratee of Arte, as their owne forgertes lickt up by nature? All 
tongues have enricht themselves from ther original (onely the Hebrew & 
Grecke which are not spoken amongst us) wtth good nerghbourly borrowsng, 
and as with infusion of freshayre, andnourishmentofnewe bloodsn therr stall 
growing bodies, & why may not ours? Chaucer (by whom we will needes 
authorise our true english) had more newe wordes for bis time then any man 
needes to devise now And therefore for currant wits to cree from standing 
bratnes, Itke a broode of Frogs from a ditch, to have the ceaselesse flowing river 
of our tongue turnde into their Froppoole, 1s asong farre from thew arrogation 
of sweetnes, & a sin wold soone bring the plague of barbarisme amongst us, 
which in fasth needes not bee hastned with defences of bis sgnorant furtherers, 
since st comes with mealemouth’d toleration too savagely upon us To be short, 
since I had the reward of my labours n theer consummation, and the chefe 
pleasure of them in mine owne profit, no young presudicate or castipatorte 
bratne hath reason to thinke I stande trembling under the ayry stroke of bes 
feverte censure, or that I did ever expect any flowing applause from his dree 
fingers, but the satisfaction and delight that might probably redound to everse 
true lover of vertue Lsetin the seatof mine owne profitand contentment, and sf 
there be any one in whome thes successes enflowred, a few sprigges of ttshall 
beemy parland Since then this never equald Poet 1s to bee understood, and so 
fullofgovernmentand derection to all estates, sterne anger and the affrights of 
warre, bearing the mayne face of bis subject, soldsers shall never spende thesr 
sdle howres more profitablie, then with his studious and mdustrsous perusal, 
in whose honors hus deserts are snfinste: Counsellors have never better oracles 


then bsslines. fathers haveno morales so profitable for ther cheldren, as his 


172 TO THE READER 


counsasles: nor shal they ever geve them more bonord sngunctions, then to 
learne Homer without book, that bene continually conversant in bem, his 
heightmay descend to ther capactties, and hs substance prove thetr worthtest 
riches Husbands, wives, lovers, friends, and allues, having in him merrors 
for all thesr duties, all sortes of which concourse and societse sn other more 
happy ages, have sn steed of sonnets & lascivious ballades, sung his Ihades 
Let the length of the verse never discourage your endevours fortalkeour qusd- 
dstecall Italsansstes of what proportion soever thes strooting lips affect, un- 
lesse st be sn these coopplets, snto which I have hastelyy translated thes Sheeld, 
they shall never doe Homer so much right, in any octaves, canzons, canzon- 
ets, orwith whatsoever fustian Eproraphes they shall entitle therr measures 
Onely the extreame false printing troubles my conscience, for feareof 
‘your deserved dsscouragementin the emparre of our Poets sweet- 
nes, whose generall deventte of spent, clad in my walling 
labours (envious of none nor detracting any) 
Icommst to your good nature and 
solid capacttie 





ACHILLES 
SHIELD 


RIGHT FOOTED THETIS DID 
THE SPHEARE ASPIRE, 
(AMONGST TH’IMMORTALS) 
OF THE GOD OF FIRE, 

Starrie, incorruptible, and had frame 

Ofruddie brasse, right shaped by the lame 

She found hum at his swelling bellowes sweating 
And twenty Tripods sertously beating, 

Tostand and beautifie his royall hall, 

For chaires of honour, round about the wall, 

And tothe feet hefixt of everie one 

Wheeles of man-making gold to runnealone 
Tothe Gods Temples, to the which they were 
Religious ornaments, when standing there 

Tull sacrifice were done, they would retyre 

To Vulcans house, whichall eyes didadmuire 

Yet the Dedalean handles to hold by 
Wereunimmposde, which strate he didapply 
These while he fashiond with miraculous Art, 
The fayre white-footed dame appearde apart 
ToCharts with therich-attyred head, 

Whose heavenly beauttes strowd the nuptuall bed 
Of tchatillustrateSmith shetooke her hand 
And entertaind her with this kind demand, 

What makes the Goddesse with the ample traine, 
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(Reverend and friendly Thess) entertaine 

Conceiptto honour us with herrepaire, 

That never yet was kind in that affaire? 

But enter further, that so wishta guest 

May berecetv’d with hospitable feast. 
Thusled she Thetis toa chaire of state, 

Richand exceedingly elaborate, 

And seta footstooleather silver feet; 

Then cald her famousSmuith, Vulcan my sweet, 

Thetss in some use needes thy fierte hand 

Heanswerd, Thets hatha strong command 

Ofall my powers, who gave my life defence, 

Cast by my mothers wilfull mpudence 

Out of Oltmpus, who would have obscur’d 

My native lamenes, then had I endurde 

Unhelped griefes, if on her shining brest, 

Hospitious Thetis had not letmerest, 

And bright Eurtnome, my Guardian, 

Faire daughter of the labouring Ocean, 

Withwhom nine yeares! wrought up divers thinges, 

Buttons and bracelets, whistles, chaines, and rings, 

In concluse of a Cave, and over us, 

Theswelling waves of old Oceanus, 

With fomie murmure flowd, andnota God, 

Nor any mortall knew my closeabode, 

But Thettsand divine Eurinome, 

Who succord me, and now from gulphy sea 

Tooursteepe house hath Thetis madeascent, 

Towhom requitall more then competent, 


It fitsmemuch my safetieshould repay, 
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Charts do thousomesumptuous feast purvay, 
WhulesI my ayrie bellowes may lay by, 
Andall my tooles of heavenly ferrarte. 
Thus from his anvile the huge monster rose, 
And with distorted knees he lumping goes 
Toabright chest, of silver Orecomposde, 
Whereall his wonder-working tooles were closde, 
And tooke his sighing bellowes from the fire, 
Then witha spunge, his breast with hayres like wire, 
His brawned necke, his hard handes and his face 
Heclensde, put onhis robe, assumde his mace, 
Andhalted forth, and onhis steps attended 
Handmaides of gold that with stronge paces wended, 
Like dames in flowre of life, pn whom were mindes 
Furnisht with wisedome, knowingall the kinds 
Of the Gods powers, from whom did voyces flie, 
Inwhom werestrengthes, and motions voluntary. 
Theseat his elbow ever ministred 
And these(drawing after him his legges) heled 
To Thetis seated ina shining throne, 
Whose hand heshooke and askt this question 
What wisht occasion brings the seas bright Queen 
To Vulcans house, that ever yet hath beene 
So greata stranger? shew thy reverend will, 
Which mine of choycecommands meto fulfill, 
Ifinthereach ofall mime Arteit lie, 
Or it be possible to satisfie? 
Thetss powrd out this sad reply in teares, 
O Vulcan 1s thereany Goddesse beares 
(Ofall the deities that decke theskte) 
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a 
So muchofmortall wretchednesas I, 
Whom Jove past all deprives of heavenly peace? 
My selfe ofall the blew Neretdes, 
Hehathsubyected toamortalsbed, 
Which against my will havesuffered 
To Peleus surnamed artdes, 
Whounhis court lies slaine with the disease 
Of wofull age, and now with new infortunes 
Heall my joyes to discontents importunes 
In giving measonne, chiefe in renowne 
Ofall Heroes, who hath palme-like growne, 
Set ina fruitfull soyle, and when my care 
Had nurst him toa formeso singulare, 
Isent htm inthe Grectans crooke-sternd fleete 
Tollion, with the sw1ftnes of his feete, 
And dreadfull strength, that his choyce limsindude 
Tofight against the Trojan fortitude 
And him I never shall receyveretirde, 
To Peleus court, but while he lives inspirde 
With humaine breath, and sees the Sunscleare light, 
He must live sad and moodieas the night 
Nor can] cheer him, since his valures price 
Resignde by all the Grectans comprimuse, 
Atrides forst into his fortunes part, 
For which, Consumption tires uppon his hart 
Yetsince the Troyans, all the Greekes conclude 
Within theyr forte, the Peeres of Greece havesude 
With worthynes of gifts and humble prayers, 
Towinnehis hand to harten their affayres 
Whichhedenyde buttoappease theyr harmes, 
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Hedeckt his dear Patroclus in his armes 

And sent him with his bandes to those debates: 

All daye they fought before the Sczan gates 

And well mighthave expugnde, by that black light, 
ThelIlian Citte, rf Appollos spight, 

Thursting the blood of good Menetsus sonne: 

Had not in face ofall the fight foredone 

His faultlesse life, and authord therenowne 

On Hectors prowesse, making th’ act his owne: 
Since therefore, to revenge the timelesse death 

Of his true friend, my sonnedetermineth 
T’embruethe field; for want whereofhe lies 
Buried 1n dust, and drownde1n musertes: 

Hereat thy knees] sue, that the short date 

Prefixt his life by power of envious fate 

Thou wilt with heavenly armes grace and maintaine 
Since his are lost with his Patroclus slaine. 

Heanswerd, beassurde, nor let thecare 
Of these desires thy firmest hopes empaire: 
Would Godas farre from lamentabledeath, 
When heavie fates shall see1t with his breath, 
Icould reserve him, as unequaldarmes, 

Shal be found neere t’avertall instant harmes, 
Such armesasall worlds shall forartadmute, 
That by their eyes their excellence aspire. 

This said, thesmith did to his bellowes goe, 
Set them to fire, and madehis Cyclops blow: 
Full twentie paire breathd through his furnace holes 
Allsortsofblastes t’enflame his temperd oles, 
Now blusterd hard, and now did contrarise, 

V aa 
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As Vulcan would, andas his exercise 

Might with perfection serve the dames desire. 

Hard brasse and tinnehe cast intothefire, 

High-prised goldand silver, anddidset 

Within thestocke, ananvile bright and great: 

Hismasste hammer then his right handheld, 

His other hand his gasping tongues compeld, 
And first he forgdea huge and solid Shield, 

Which every way did variant artship yeeld, 

Through which he three ambitious circles cast, 

Round and refulgent, and withoutheplac’t 

Asilver handle, fivefold proofe:t was, 

And 1nitmany thinges with speciall grace, 

And passing arteficiall pompe were graven, 

Init was earthes greene globe, theseaand heaven, 

Th’unwearted Sunne, the Mooneexactly round, 

Andall thestarres with which the skie1s crownd, 

The Pleyades, the Hyads, and the force 

Of great Orion, and the Beare, whose course 

Turnes her about hisSphere observing him 

Surnam’ de the Chartot, anddothnever swimme 

Upon the unmeasur’de Oceans marble face, 

Ofall the flames that heavens blew vayleenchace. 
Init two beautious Citties he did build 

Of divers languag’d men, the one wasfild 

With sacred nuptuallesand with solemne feastes, 

And through the streetes the faire officious guests, 

Lead from therr brydall chambers their faire brides 

With golden torches burning by thetr sides. 

Hymens sweet triumphes were abundant there, 
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Of youthes and damzels dauncing ina Sphere, 

Amongst whom masking flutes & harps were heard, 

Andall the matrones1n their dores appearde, 

Admuring their enamored braveries, 

Amongst the rest busie contention flies 

Aboutaslaughter, and to solemne Court 

The Cittizens were drawneinthicke resort, 

Where two contended fora penaltte 

The one due satisfaction did deny, 

Atth others hands for slaughter of his friend, 

Theother did the contrarie defend 

At last by arbitration both desirde, 

To havetheir long and costly sust expirde, 

The friends cast sounds confusde on eyther side, 

Whose tumult straight the Herraldes pacifide. 
Inholy circleand on polisht stones, 

Thereverend Judges made therr sessions, 

The voycefull Herraldsawfull scepters holding, 

And their grave doomes on eyther side unfolding. 
Inmiddest two golden talents were proposde 

For hisrich fee by whom should be disclosde 

The most applaustve sentence: th other towne 

Two hosts besiegde, to have it overthrown, 

Or 1n two parts to share the wealthy spoyie: 

And this must all the Cittizensassoyle. 

They yeeld toneyther but with closealarme, 

To salliesand to ambuscadosarme, 

Their wives and children on their walles did stand, 

With whom and with the old men they were mand. 

Theotherissude, Marsand Pallas went, 
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Propitious Captaines to their brave intent. 
Both golden did in golden garments shine 
Ampleand faire, and seemde ndeededivine. 
Thesoldiers were in humbler habites deckt. 
When they had founda valley mostselect, 
Tocouch their ambush, (ata rivers brinke 
Whereall their heards had usuall placeto drinke) 
There(clad in shining steele) they close did lie, 
Andset farre off two sentinels to spie, 
Whenall their flocks& crooke-hancht heards cameneere 
Which soonesucceeded, and they followed were 
By two poore heardsmen that on bagpipes plaid, 
Doubtlesse of any ambuscados laid 
Thesentinels gave word, and 1n they flew, 
Tooke heardsand flockes, and both their keepers slew. 
Theenemiehearing sucha strange uprore 
About ther cattell; being set before 
Insolemnecounsell, instantly tookehorse, 
Pursudeand at the flood, with mutuall force, 
Theconflictyoynd, betwixt them flew debate, 
Disorderd Tumult, and exitial Fate, 
Here was one taken with wounds bleeding greene, 
Andhereonepale, and yeelding, no wound seene. 
Anotherslaine, drawne by the strengthlesheeles 
From thered slaughter of theruthlessteeles, 
Andhe that slew him on his shoulders wearing 
His bloodte weedesas trophies of his daring, 
Like menalive they did converse in fight, 
And tyrdeon death with mutuall appetite. 
Hecarvdebesidesasoftand fruitfull field, 
Brodeand thricenew tild in that heavenly shield, 
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Wheremany plowmenturnd up hereand there 

The earth in furrowes, and their soveraigneneere 
They striv’d to worke, and every furrow ended 

A bowle of sweetest wine hee still extended 

To him that first had done; then turnde they hand, 
Desirous to dispatch that peece of land, 

Deep and new earde, black grew the plow with mould 
Which lookt like blackish earth though forgd of gold 
And this he did with miracleadorne. 

Then made he grow a field of high-sprung corne, 

In which did reapers sharpned sickles plie 

Others, their handfulles falneconfusedly 

Laidon the ridge together, others bound 

Their gatherd handfulles to sheaves hard and round. 
Three binders were appointed for the place, 

Andat their heeles did children gleane apace, 
Wholearmefulles to the binders ministring. 
Amongstall theseall silent stood their king, 
Uponabalke, hisScepter in his hand, 

Glad at his heart to seehisyeeldieland. 

The herraldes then the harvest feast prepare, 
Beneath an Oke far off, and for their fare, 

A mightte Oxe wasslaine, and women drest 

Store of white cakes, and mixt the labourers feast. 
Init besidesa vine yee might behold 

Loded with grapes, the leaves were all of gold, 

The bunches blackeand thicke did through it growe, 
And silver props sustainde them from below 

About thevinean azure dike was wrought, 

And about ita hedge of tnnehe brought. 

One path went throught, through the which did passe 
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The vintagers, when ripe their vintage was. 
The virgines then and youthes(childishly wise) 
For thesweet fruit did painted cuppes devise, 
Andina circle bore them dauncing round,» 
Inmidst whereof a boy did sweetly sound 
His silver harpe, and witha piercing voyce, 
Sunga sweete song, when each youth with his choice 
Triumphing over earth, quicke daunces treades. 

A heard of Oxen thrusting out their heades 
And bellowing, from their stallesrushing to feed 
Neereaswift flood, raging and crownd withreed, 
Ingold and tinne hecarved next the vine, 
Foure golden heardsemen following, heard-dogs nine 
Waiting on them, in head ofall the heard, 
TwoLyonsshookea Bull, that bellowingsrerde 
In desperate horror, and was dragde away 
The dogsand youthes pursude, but their slaine pray, 
The Lions rent out of his spacious hide, 
And 1n their entrailes did his flesh divide, 
Lapping his sable blood, themen to fight 
Set on their dogges in vaine that durstnot byte 
But barcktand backewards flew he forgde beside 
Ina faire vale, a pasture sweete and wide 
Of white-fleest sheepe, in which he did impresse, 
Sheepecotes, ase 2 and coverd cottages. 

In this rare Shield the famous Vulcan cast 
A dauncing mace, like that in ages past, 
Which1n brode Cnossus Dedalus did dresse 
For Artadne with the golden tresse. 

There youthes & maids with beauties past compare 
Daunc’st with commuxed palms. the maids did weare 
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Light silken robes; the youthes in coats were deckt 
Embroyderd faire, whose colours did reflect 
Glosses like oyle the maides faire cronets wore, 

The youthes guilt swords in silver hangers bore, 
And these sometimes would ina circle meet, 
Exceeding nmbbhie, and with skilfull feet, 

Turning as round as dotha wheelenew done, 

The wheelewright sitting, tryinghowt willrunne 
Then would they breake the ring, & take their places 
Asat thefirst. when troupes pleasde with their graces 
Stood looking on, two youths then witha song, 
Daunc’st in the midst to please th’'admiring throng 
About this living shieldes circumference 
Hewrought the Oceans curled violence, 

Arming his workeas witha christall wall 

The Targe thus firme and huge, now finishtall 

He Curace made that did for light out shine 

The blaze of fire, impierceable, divine 

Ahelmefit for his browes, whose loftie crest 

Was witha waving Plume of gold imprest 

Then shining Greaves he made of brightest brasse, 
And when this smith of heaven brought to full passe 
This ful of wonder and unmatcht affaire, 

To goddesse Thetss, headdrest repaire, 

And laid 1t sounding at her Christall feete, 
Whichwith refreshed mind and countenance sweete 
Shee tooke, and Itkea Haulke, stoopt from the browes 
Of steepe Olimpus. and the wreakefull vowes, 

Ofher enraged Sonne shee helptto pay, 

With Vulcansarmes wrought for eternall day. 


TO MY ADMIRED AND 


SOULE-LOVED FRIEND 


Mayster ofall essential and true knowledge, 
M. HARRIOTS. 


OQ YOU WHOSE DEPTH OF SOULE 
MEASURES THE HEIGHT, 
AND ALL DIMENSIONS OF ALL 
WORKES OF WEIGHT, 

Reason being ground, structure and ornament, 

To all inventions, rave and permanent, 

And your cleare eyes the Spheres where Reason moves, 

This Artizan, this Godof rationall loves 

Blind Homer, in this shteld, and tn the rest 

Of bts seven bookes, which my hard hand bath drest, 

In rough tnteguments Isend for censure, 

That my long time and labours deepe extensure 

Spent to conduct him to our envious light, 

In your allowance may recesve some right 

To their endevours and take vertuous heart 

From your applause, crownd with theer owne desert 

Such crownes suffice the free and royall mind, 

But these subjected hangbyes of our kind, 

These children that will never stand alone, 

But must be nourisht wth corruption, 

Which are our bodtes, that are trastors borne, 

To thetr owne crownes thetr soules: betrasd to scorne, 

To gaudse insolence and sgnorance: 

By thesr base fleshes frasltses, that must daunce, 

Prophane attendance at thetr states and birth, 

That are meere servants to thts servele earth, 
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These must have other crownes for meedes then merits, 
Or sterve themselves, and quench thetr fierte spirits. 
Thus as the soule upon the flesh depends, 

Vertue must wast on wealth, we must make friends, 
Of the unrighteous Mammon, andour sletghts, 

Must beare the formes off ‘fooles or Parasites 

Rich mine of knowledge, 6 that my strange muse 
Without thts bodtes nourishment could use, 

Her zealous faculties, onely t asprre, 

Instructeve light from your whole Sphere of fire. 

But woe ts me, what zeale or power soever 

My free soule bath, my body will be never 
Ablet’attend never shal Ienyoy, 

Th’endof my happles birth never employ 

That smotherd fervour that in lothedembers, 

Lyes swept from light, and no cleare howre remembers 
O had your perfecteye Organs to pierce 

Into that Chaos whence this stuffled verse 

By violence breakes where Gloweworme like doth shine 
In nights of sorrow, this hid soule of mine 

And how her genusne formes strug gle for berth, 
Under the clawes of thts fowle Panther earth 

Then under all those formes you should discerne 

My love to you, tn my desire to learne 

Skill and the love of skell do ever kesse 

No band of love so stronge as knowledges. 

Which whos be that may not learne of you, 

Whom learning doth with his lights throne endow? 
What learned fields pay not thetr flowers t’adorne 
Your odorous wreathe? compact, puton and worne, 
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By aptand Adamantine industri, 

Proposing still demonstrate verste, 

For your great obyect, farre from plodding gasne, 
Or thirst of glorie, when absurd and vayne, 

Most students in their whole instruction are, 
Buttn tradstions meere particular 

Leaning ltke rotten bowses, on out beames, 

And with true light fade in themselves like dreames 
True learning hath a body absolute, 

That in apparant sence st selfe can suste, 

Not bidin ayrie termes as tf it were 

Like spirits fantasttke that put men tn feare, 

And are but bugs form’ din thetr fowle concettes, 
Nor made for sale glas’d with sophtstique slerghts, 
But wrought for all temes proofe, strong to bid prease, 
And shiver ignorants like Hercules, 

On thetr owne dunghils, but our formall Clearkes 
Blowne for professton, spend therr soules tn sparkes, 
Fram’ de of dismembred parts that make most show, 
And tke to broken limmes of knowledge go¢ 

When thy true wisedome by thy learning wonne 
Shall honour learning while there shines a Sunne, 
And thine owne name in merite, farre above, 
Thetr Timpanies of state that armes of love, 
Fortune or blood shall lift to dignitie, 

Whome though you reverence and your emperte, 
Ofsptritand soule, be servitude they thenke 

And but a beame of light broke through a chink 

To all thetr watrish splendor: and much more 

To thegreat Sunne, and all thinges they adore, 





TO M. HARRIOTS 187 


In staring ignorance: yet your selfe shall shine 
Above all this in knowledge most devine, 
And all shall homage to your true-worth owe, 
You comprebendsng all, that all, not you 
And when thy writings that nowerrors Ni tht 
Chokes earth with msstes, breake forth like easterne light, 
Showing to every comprehensive eye, 
High sectious brawles becalmde by unitie, 
Nature made all transparent, and ber hart 
Gripte in thy hand, crushing digested Art 
In flames unmeasurde, measurde out of tt, 
On whose head for her crowne thy soule shall sttte 
Crownd with Heavens inward brightnes shewing cleare, 
What true mants, and how like gnats appeare 
O fortune-glossed Pompists, and proud Misers, 
That are of Arts such impudent desprsers, 
Then past antictpating doomes and skornes, 
Which for selfe grace ech ignorant subornes, 
Thetr glowing and amazed eyes shall see 
How short of thy soules strength my weake words be, 
And that do not like our Poets preferre 
For profit, pratse, and keepe a squeaking stirre 
With cald on muses to unchtlde therr braines 
Ofwinde and vapor Lying still in paynes, 
Ofworthy sssue, but as one profest 
Innought but truthes deare love the soules true rest 
Continue then your sweet sudscrall kindnesse, 
To your true friend, that though thts lumpe of blindnes, 
This skornefull, this desptsde, inverted world, 
Whose heads furte like with Adders curlde, 
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Andall her bulke a poysoned Porcupine, 

Her stings and quslles darting at worthes devine, 
Keepe under my estate with all contempt, 

And make meliveeven frommy selfeexempt, + 
Yetsf you see some gleames of wrastling fire, 
Breake from my sptrtts oppression, shewing destre 
To become worthy to pertake your skell, 

(Since vertues first and chiefe steppe ts to will) 
Comfort me with it and prove you affect me, 
Though all the rotten spawne of earth reject me, 
For though Inow consume tn poeste, 
YetHomer being my roote Ican not die 
Butleft touse all Poeste 1n the sight, 

Of grave philosophte shew braznes too light 

To comprehend her depth of misterte, 

Ivowt’ts onely strong necessttre 

Governes my patnes herein, whtch yetmay use 
A mans whole life without the least abuse 

And though to rime and grve averse smooth feet, 
Uttering to vulgar pallattes passtons sweet 
Chaunce often tn such weake capriccious spirits, 
Asin nought else have tollerable merits, 

Yet where high Poesies native habite shines, 
From whose reflections flow eternall lines. 
Philosophy retirde to darkest caves 
Shecandtscover and the proud worldes braves 
Answere in any thing but impudence, 

With cercle of her general excellence 

For ample instance Homer more then serveth, 
And what his grave and learned Muse deserveth, 
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Since 1t1s made a Courtly question now, 

His competent and partles yudge be you, 

If these vaine lines and his deserts arise 

To the high serches of your sertous eyes 

Ashes English and Icould not chuse 

But to your Name this short inscription use, 

As well assurde you would approve my payne 

In my traduction, and besides thts vayne 

Excuse my thoughts as bent to others ames 
Mightmy will rule me, and when any flames 
Of my prest soule break forth to thetr own show 
Thinke they must hold engraven regard of you 
Ofyoutn whorn the worth ofall the Graces, 
Due to the mindes prftes, mightembrew the faces 
Of suchas skorne them, and with trranous eye 
Contemne the sweat of vertuous industrie 

But as tll lines new fild with incke undryed, 
Anempty Pen with thet owne stuffe applied 
Can blot them out so shall thetr wealth-burst wornbes 
Be made with emptte Penne theer honours tombes 





FINIS 


TO OUR ENGLISH ATHENIA, 
CHASTE ARBITRESSE OF VERTUE AND 
LEARNING, THE LADIE ARBELLA, 


reviv'd Homer submits cause of renewing her former conference 
with his orginal spirit, and prayes her pudtctall 
grace to his English Conversion 


HAT TO THE LEARN’D ATHENIA 
CAN BE GIVEN 
(AS OFFERING) FITTER, THEN 
THIS FOUNT OF LEARNING? 
Of Wisedome, Fortitude, all gifts of Heaven? 
That by them, doth theheight, bredth, depth discerning 
Of this divine soule, when of old he liv'd, 
(Like his great Pallas, leading through his wars) 
Her faire hand, through his spirit thus reviv d, 
May lead the Reader, showehis Commentars, 
All thathaveturnd him into any tongue 
And judge 1foursrevealenot Mystertes, 
That others never knew, since never sung, 
Notin opinion, but that satisfies, 
Grace then (great Lady) hisso gracious Muse, 
And to his whole worke his whole spirit infuse 
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TO THE RIGHT NOBLE, AND (BY THE 
GREAT ETERNIZER OF VERTUE, SIR P. SIDNEY) 
LONG SINCE, ETERNIZ’D, RIGHT VERTUOUS, 

THE ACCOMPLISHT LORD WOTTON, &c 


OUR FRIEND (GREAT SYDNEY) 
MY LONG HONOR’D LORD, 
(SINCE FRIENDSHIP IS THE BOND 
OF TWO, IN ONE) 
Telsus, that you(his quicke part ) doeafforde 
Our Land the living minde that in him shone 
Towhom therenever camearicher gift 
Then theSoules riches, from men ne reso poore 
And that makes me, thesoule of Homer lift 
To your acceptance, since one minde both bore 
Our Prince vouchsafesit andofhis high Traine 
Iwish you, withthe Noblest of our Time 
See here, 1f Poeste beso slight and vaine 
Asmenesteeme her in our moderne Rime 
The great’ st, and wisest men that ever wete, 


Have givenher grace and([hope)you will, here 
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TO CONCLUDE, AND ACCOMPLISH THE 
RIGHT PRINCELY TRAINE OF 
OUR MOST EXCELLENT PRINCE, HENRIE, & 


In entertarnment of all the vertues brought bether, by the preserver, 
Homer, &¢ His divine worth soltcsts the right Noble and vertnous Heroe 


THE EARLE OF ARUNDELL, &c 


HE END CROWNES ALL AND 
THEREFORE THOUGH IT CHANCE, 
THAT HERE, YOUR HONOR’D 
NAME BE USDE THE LAST, 
Whose worthall Right should(with the first) advance, 
Great Earle, esteemeit, asof purpose past 
Vertue had never her due place in earth, 
Nor stands sheeupon Forme, for that will fade 
Her sacred substance(grafted in your birth) 
Isthat, for which she calls you to her aide 
Nor couldshe but observe youwith the best 
Of this Heroicall, and Princely Traine, 
All following her great Patron to the Feast 
Of Homers soule, inviting none mn vaine 
Sitthen, Great Earle, and feast your soule, with his 


Whose food, 1sknowledge, and whose knowledge, blisse 


Subscrib’d by the most true observant of 
all your Heroscall vertues, 
GEO CHAPMAN 
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BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTE 


HAPMAN'S first ‘assaye of Poesies greeke Nectar’ was 
published tn 1598 with the following title-page [De- 
vice] | SEAVEN BOOKES |OF THE ILIA DES OF 
HOMERE, PRINCE|OF POETS, | {[ Translated ac- 
cording to the Greeke, in tudgement| of his best Commentaries | by| 
George Chapman Gent | Scribendi recte, sapere est & principrum & 
fons | [Device of a clenched hand surrounded by the words EX 
AVARITIA BELLUM] | LONDON | Printed by John Winder, 
and are to be soldeat the signe of | the Crosse-keyes, neare Paules 
wharffe | 1598 
The volumes a poorly printed quarto containing an ‘Epistle 
Dedicatorte’ “To the most honored now living Instance of the 
Achilletanvertues  theEarle of Essexe, Earle Marshall &c ’, an 
introductory note ‘To the Reader,’ and 135 pages of text, written 
inthymed couplets, with lines of fourteen syllables The ‘Seaven 
Iltades’ areBooks I and II and Books VII to XI of the Iltad, num- 
bered consecutively Inhisnote'TotheReader' Chapmanwrites 
“When my disorder 1s seene, that fower bookes are skipped (asa 
man would say) and yet the Poem continued according to the 
Greekealphabet — thencomesmy knowne condemnation 
and he defends the arrangement on the ground that ‘the bookes 
were not set together byHomer himselfe _ asan entire Poeme, 
but ‘his verses were sung dissevered into many workes’, and he 
adds ‘in the next edition when they come out by the dosen, Iwill 
reserve the ancient and common recetved forme 1n the meane 
time do me the encouragement to confer that which I have trans- 
lated with thesameim Homer, andaccording to the worth of thar, 
lecthisfirst edition passe —_ peruse the pamphlet of errors inthe 
impression _. and in purchase of the whole seaven, if you be 
Vic 193 
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quicke and acceptive, you shall in the nextedition have the life of 
Homer, a table, a prettte comment, true printing, the due praise 
of your mother tongue above all others, for Poeste and such de- 
monstrative proofe of our english wits above beyond sea-muses 
(1f we would use them) that a proficient wit should be the better 
toheare it ’ 

"The next edition whentheycome out bythe dosen’ was, how- 
ever, preceded by ACHILLES | Suetp — as the other 
sevenBookes| of Homer, outof hiseighteenth | booke of Iltades | By George 
Chapman Gent | [Device as above] | LONDON | Imprinted by 
John Windet, and are to be sold| at Paules Wharfe, at the signe of the | 
Crosse Keyes. | 1598 

In‘TheEpistle Dedicatorte'—againto the ‘most honoredEarle, 
Earle Marshall’—Chapman explains why ‘Thavehastely translated 
this Shield’ ‘And this 1s 1t (most honorde) that maketh me thus 
sodainely translate this Shield of Achilles, for since my publica- 
tion of the other seven bookes, compartson hath beene made be- 
tweene Virgill and Homer who can be comparde in nothing 
with more decysall & cutting of all argument, then in these two 
Shieldes,. yet wouldI not be thought so 1ll created as to bee a 
maliciousdetracter of soadmureda PoetasVirgill, butatruejusti- 
fier of Homer.’ 

In the interesting preface “To the understandet’ he defends 
hunself againsta chargeof obscurity in the previousvolume. ‘My 
Epistle dedicatorte before my seven bookes, 1s accounted darke 
andtoo much laboured... 1tmay perhaps seeme darke, to ranke 
riders or readers, that have no more soules then burbolts butto 
your comprehension & in tt selfe, [know :tisnot For theaffected 
labour bestowed in 1t, I protest two morninges both ended ttand 
theReadersEpustle’. and as in the ‘Seaven Iltades’ he again apolo- 
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troubles my conscience ’ 

‘Achilles Shield’ is written n rhymed decasyllabic coupletsas 
distinct from the fourteen syllable metreofthepreviousvolume 
This small and rare quarto 1s reprinted in the fifth volume of the 
present edition from the copy mtheBritish Museum (Press Mark 
C 39,d 54) 

The next volume, asmall folio, appeared undated, butRichard 
Hooper, in his valuable and scholarly edition of Chapman’s Ho- 
meric translations, has shown that st was probably published in 
1609. The engraved title 1s by William Hole, andrunsas follows 
HOMER | Prince of Poets | Translated accord- | ng to the Greeke, | in| 
twelve Bookes of | bisIliads, | By| Geo Chapman| Qus Nil molstur |Inept| 
At London printed for Samuel Machatn Will Hole sculp 

The volume contains ‘The Epistle Dedicatore TO THE HIGH 
BORNE PRINCE OF MEN, HENRIE’, the poem ‘To the Rea- 
der’, and, onan inserted leaf the position of which varies in diffe- 
rent copies, the sonnet’ To the sacred Fountatne of Princes ANNE, 
Queene of England ’ All these are repeated in the next, and reprinted 
in the presentedition Thetext occupies 198 pages, misnumbered 
118 1n the original, The volume ends with 14 sonnets, two of 
whichwere omuttedandonere-writteninthe next edition, therest 
being repeated These three sonnets are reprinted in VolumeV, 
pages 190-192 of thepresent edition The textis substantiallythe 
sameas that of the ‘SeavenIl1ades,’ but twasconsiderablyrevised 
in certain parts, especially in the first, second and nmnth(=fifth) 
books, several long passages being entirely re-written. The poem 
‘TotheReader’ contains the promised ‘due prasse of your moth- 
er tongue above all others, for Poesie’ and a defence of the four- 
teen-syllable metre, ‘For, this long Poeme asks this length of 
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verse’, but ‘the life of Homer’ and ‘a prettie comment’ did not 
appear until thenext edition 

Chapman’ scompleteversion of theIltadwaspublished infolto 
without date, probably in 1611. The title-page of the 1609 folio 
was re-engraved onalargerscaleandwithmanymunor differences, 
but with essentially the same design Itreads as follows THE ILI- 
ApsOF | HOMER | Prince of Poets | Never before in any lan- | guap 
truely translated | With | a comment uppon some of bis chuefe | places, | 
Donne according to the Greeke | By Geo Chapman | AtLondon printed for 
Nathansell Butter | Willtam Hole sculp 

The preliminary material of the 1609 folio was reprinted with 
slight variations tn spelling and punctuation, while‘AN ANA- 
GRAM OF THE NAME OF OUR DRAD PRINCE’ and 
the prose ‘PREFACE TO THE READER’ were added, to- 
gether with a list of ‘Faults escaped’which refer only to the last 
twelve books and are incorporated in the text of the present 
edition Thought 1s not so stated on the title-page, there 1s no 
doubt that the volume was printed by Richard Field it 1s a well 
printed book with very few typographical errors 

In the Commentary onBook] Chapmanexplainshistreatment 
of thetext ‘This firstand second booke, Ihave wholly translated agatne, the 
seventh, exghth, ninth, and tenth bookes, deferring stall mperfect, being all En- 
glished so long since, and my late hand(overcome wtth labour) not yet rested 
enough to refine them ’ In fact, however, the re-translation does not 
extend beyond the middle of the second book, as “The Catalogue 
of the Grecian ships and Captasnes’ (Vol I, page 40, inthe present 
edition)and the remamuing pages of that book are little altered 
from the version of 1609 

There are not many important variations in Books III—VI or 
XI—XII, some misprints are corrected, four lines are added in 
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Book, and inBook VI, eight linesare re-written and compress- 
ed into stx, but though there are numerous minor alterations the 
two versions remain substantially the same There are, however, 
a few passages, such as the simile of the bees in Volume I, page 
29, 1n the present edition, of which Chapman has left three dis- 
tinct translations in the three versions of 1598, 1609 and 1611 
Chapman writesoftherematning books, whichappearforthefirst 
time inthis volume ‘lesse then fifteene weekes was the time, in which all 
the last twelve books were entirely new translated’ and headds ‘after these 
Iliads, Iwill (God lending me life and any meanest meanes) with more lab- 
our then Ihavelosthere,andallunchecktalacritie, devethrough bis Odysses ’ 

The first twelve books of the Odyssey were published, proba- 
bly mn 1614, in a folio volume with an engraved title-page of a 
different design from that of the Iltads HOMER’S ODYSSES | 
Translated according to y'Greeke|By Geo Chapman| Atmsht q! vivo detra- 
xerit Invida Turba| Post obttum duplics feenore reddet Honos | Imprinted 
at London by| Rich Field, for Nath-| antell Butter 

The volume contains an Epistle Dedicatorte “TO THE 
MOST NOBLE, NOW LIVING RESTORER OF THE 
ULYSSEAN TEMPER _ Rossrt, Earle of Somerset, Lord 
Chamberlane, &c ’ The text, which 1s written in rhymed decasyl- 
labic couplets, occupies pages1-193 recto, the verso being blank. 

The following entry appears in the Stationers’ Registers(Ar- 
bet’s transcript) for November 2nd, 1614 

Nathanael Butter Entred for his Coppie under the handes of 
master SANFORD and both the Wardens Homers Odisses 2.4 bookes 
translated by Georce CHAPMAN vj 
The volumewas probably published in1615, but nosepatatecopy 
of 1t seems to be known 


Atlastthecompletelltadand Odyssey appeared inonevolume. 
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It was probably published tn 1616, and 11s from this volume that 
the present edition has been reprinted, from a copy in the posses~ 
ston of thepublishers Thiscombined volumeis notanew edition 
but consists of the sheets of the complete Iliad (1611) bound up 
with those of the twelve books of the Odyssey (1614 and the last 
twelve books (1615), the introductory sentences of the Epistle 
Dedicatorie in the volume of 1614 alone being altered The signa- 
tures and pagination of the Odyssey therefore are notcontinuous 
with those of the Iliad, but start afresh, though there 1s no sepa- 
rate title-page The two volumes of the Odyssey, however, are 
paged consecutively, the blank page| 194 verso | facing 195(signa- 
tureS)1n some copies, though in others there ts a blank leaf be- 
tweenthem Theengraved ttleof the complete Iltad 1s used again 
in this volume, with the wording in the central panel altered to 
read as follows 

THE | WHOLE WORKS | OF | HOMER, | PRINCE OF 
POETTS | Inhis Iltads, and| Odysses | Translated according to the 
Greeke,|By|Geo Chapman |Dell1 et Odiss | Omnsa ab his, et in his 
suntomnsa | steve beatt| Tedecoreloguss, seurerum pondera| tangunt Angel 
Pol | At London prented for Nathansell Butter | Will:am Hole sculp, 

A portrait of Chapman, dated 1616, 1s added on the verso of 
the title-page It has been freely rendered by John Farleigh in the 
wood-engraving which makes the frontispiece tothe present edt- 
tion Facing the portratt 1s the engraving “To the Imortall Mem- 
orie, of the Incomparable Heroe, HENRyE Prince of Wales,’ 
which has also been adapted by Mr Farleigh for the present 
edition 

The last of Chapman's Homeric translations was published 
without date, possibly in 1624, withthefollowingengraved tutle- 


page 
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the | CROWNE ofall Homers Worxss | Batrachomyomachta 
Or the Battatle of Frogs and Mise | His Hymn’s~and—Epigrams 
Translated according toy Original | By George Chapman |Conscium 
evast diem |[PortraitofChapman] |Will Pass: fecst| London, Prin- 
ted by Tohn Bill, bis Maresries Printer 

The text of the present edition has been treated as follows the 
contemporary use of the longs, of 1andj, uand v has been mod- 
ernized, contractions havebeenexpanded, afew misprints correc- 
ted, and Greek accents, whichwere frequently omitted, have been 
added where necessary otherwise the original has been followed 
as accurately as possible The Iliadhas beenset from the edition of 
1616 and collated with that of 1611, the verstons of 1609 and 1598 
being alsoconsulted, ina few cases thereading of one of theearlier 
editions has been adopted. The Odyssey was set from the 1616 
edition, and the first twelve books have been collatedwith that of 
1614 There1sanother edition of the Iliad (called by Hooper the 
‘second folio’) which 1s sometimes bound up with coptes of the 

complete Odyssey It 1s probably later in date than that 
printed by Field and has not been used for the text of 
the present edition, though it has been 
consulted occasionally on 
doubtful textual 


points 
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